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INTRODUCTORY. 



First Meeting of Miss Wheeler with Mb. Edward 

BuLWEB, at Miss Benoer's, in October, 1825. 

Abridged from the " Autoliiography.*' 

And now was about to duwn the most fatal era of my 
life, I had been reading out to my dear grand nncle (Gen- 
eral Sir John Doyle) a book that all the world was wild 
about — Vivian Orey, It is just out, and no one knew who 
had written it. I was (^uite hoarse from reading aloud so 
lonff. and had a cold besides. 

When the carnage was announced, my uncle said, ''My 
child, you must be mad to think of going out with such a 
cold.'' 

, *'0h no, my furs — or rather yours, for Fll take one of 
your Turkish pelisses — will defy both fog and frost ; and my 
poor dear Miss Benger would never forgive me if I did not 
go, as I have promised to take some people home for her.'' 
And so I went. As usual, dear Miss Benger was all kind- 
ness ; and in honour of my cold, she placed me on a sofa 
near the fire. Then Miss Landon arrived, and she looked 
remarkablv well. She had a sweetly-pretty blush-rose com- 
plexion : her forhead, eyebrows, eyes, and eyelashes were 
beautiful ; the mouth not bad ; the defaulter w;i8 the nose, 
being one of the most homoeopathic ignoble snubs that ever 
attempted to do duty for that feature. Her hands, feet, 
ankles were also very pretty, and her figure so light and 
petite that its flatness and angularity were almost unobserved. 
She flung herself at my feet in her usual theatrical way, 
with a tirade about its not being *' idolatry to kneel r 
while poor Miss Landon was still hurling her avalanches of 
flattery on my devoted head, there was a slight commotion 
and a sudden cessation of voices at the other end of the 
room, and Miss Benger said to me, Sotto Voce, — 

'' Oh ! here is that odd, rich old woman, Mrs. Bulwer 
Ly tton, and her son — her favourite. He is very clever, they 
say ; his was the prize poem this year at Cambridge. I 
must introduce you to them." 

Dill 



iv Introductory. 

*' Oh no, pray don't, on any account, *' I said as Miss 
Benger hurried away to meet the new arriyals. As she did 
so, stopping at the door to shake hands with them, I had 
time to take an inveutoryof both, and both were new and 
carioQs in their way. [Tlie description of Mrs. Bulwer is 
too long to insert A 

It is proverbial, Qne Ics extremes se toucJient and tlio 
adage was certainly not belied in the present instance ; for 
it this lady was the incarnation of the dowdy and the out- 
of-fashion, her son upon whom she leant was altogether 
her antipodes — in modes & fashions considerably iu 
advance of their age. Ho had jnst returned from JParis, 
and was resplendent with French polish — as far as boots 
went. His cobweb cambric sliirt-front was a triumph of 
luce and embroidery, a combination never seen in this 
country till six or seven years later (except on babies' 
frocks) studs, too, except in racing stables, were then 
no7i est ; but a perfect galaxy glittered down the centre of 
this fairy-like lingerie. His hair, which was really golden 
and abundant, he wore literally in long ringlets that 
almost reached his shoulders. He was unmistakably 
Kcntleman-like looking. Poor D'Orsay's linen gauntlets 
bad not yet burst upon the London world ; but Mr. Lytton 
B ilwer had three inches of cambric encircling his coat 
cuffs, and fastened with jewelled sleeye-links. And 
although it wanted full five years till every man in society 
was caned, he also dangled from his ungloyed and glitter- 
ing right hand a somewhat gorgeously jewel-headed ebon^ 
cane ; and the dangling was of the scientific kind, evi- 
dently '* learnt, marked, and inwardly digested." Miss 
Landou and I, thus taken unawares, both laughed at the 
strange tableau of contrast at the door, as I exclaimed — 

** Sir Plume, of amber SDuff-box Justly vain ; 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cain." 

The quotation was as involuntary as the laugh. 

Oh, Nemesis I I little dreamt with what a ruinous 
usury of tears, you would make me me pay that laugh 
through all my life 1 

While Mrs. Bulwer Lytton and her son were still at 
the other end of the room, I heard Miss Spence's little 
nibbling soito voce over my shoulder, " Oh ! my dear,'* 

ior "Meddear,*' as she pronounced it), '* don't let Miss 
longer introduce you to that old Mrs. Bulwer Lytton, for 
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I see her son has noTer taken his eyes off you ; and she has 
hehavcd in the meanest manner to me about my book ; so 
differently to Lady Caroline, '^ etc. 

While Miss Landon and I were still laughing at poor 
Miss Spence's latest contribution to Calamities of Author Sy 
Miss Benger made her way back to us, and suid to me, 
" You imist let me introduce you to Mrs. Bulwer Lytton, 
she has asked me so particularly twice to do so, us she has 
a party to-morrow evening, and wants to ask you/' 

** Oh, no I pray on no account, I would so much rather 
not, and indeed my cold is so bad I ought to stay in bed.'' 

"Nay, to please her, I am sure you willy like a dear, 
kind unselfish soul, as I know ^ou are; and if you will 
come this once to please me, I will never again aslc you to 
do anything you don't like,'' persisted Miss Benger ; 
"besides," added she, "do you know you have made a 
desperate conquest of the young man ; and he is so clever ; 
and though a younger son, I dare say he will be a good 
partiy as I believe his other brothers are provided for, and 
ho, they say, u tlie old lady's favourite." "Very likely," 
I ftiid," hwt partis, as you may have perceived, are nothing 
to roe. I have, up to the present time (and I am just 
verging on the superannuation of three-and-twenty), 
escaped all partis. ^ My uncle says if I go on I shall be an 
old maid. I tell him yes ; my vocation is to be a sensible 
woman." 

" Oh I there they are both looking at us ; you really 
must let me introduce yon to them ; for as they know I 
have asked you to do so and that I am speaking to you, you 
cannot refuse without being markedly rude, which I know 
yon never wish to be." 

" But I really feel so ill, and so stupid, and there don't 
appear to be much inspiration in them ; and wh.it ou earth 
can I talk to them about ?" " Why, taste, Shakespear, 
and the musical glasses ; and you, who are so fond of poetry, 
will be quite at home, as the young man's was the prize 
poem at Cambridge this year, and is really very good, I 
near." "^ 

"Of course all prize poems are. What was the 
subject?" 

"I forgot, but you must ask him ; that will be a very 
good opening." 

" That is only for the Alma, but what on earth shall I 
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do with the Mater, who looks truly formiilable P unless I 
ask her if she has been sitting for the family pictarc as Mrs. 
Primrose, after that worthy matron liad asked the limner 
to put in as many jewels as he could for nothing ?" 

*^ Mechante" said Miss Bcnger, as she went oack to her 
other guests, ** how do you know but what you are ridicul- 
ing your Mother-in-law ?" 

" I hope nut," I replied. 

Seeing Miss Benger now retracing her way with the 
mother and son in her wake, I had nothing for it but to 
resign myself to my fate ; and as she approached, stood up 
to undergo the ordeal of presentation ; and Mrs. Bulwer 
Lytton told me she was ** at home " on the following even- 
ing, and should be vastly, or, as ehfe always pronounced it, 
** vaustly,^' hnppy if I would do her the honour of coming 
with Miss Benger, adding^ as soon as I had conditionally 
accepted her invitation, *'if my cold was not worse,** 
and saying, " pray, my dear madam, be seated ; though 
I'm sure you loot so vattstly well, no one could suppose 
you were labouring under any sort of indisposition.'* 

Mrs. Bulwer Dftton now passed on, and left her son 
standing before me, evidently bent upon taking high depees 
as a conversationalist, and carrying my wonder and, of 
course, admiration by storm. His first essay, however, was 
a coup manquSy owing to the fulsomeness of his compli- 
ments, which were quite in keeping with the foppery of 
his dress. Finding me flattery proof, he glided into some- 
thing like rational conversation, and toned down his 
fiatical manner ; so that 1 began to think that, despite his 
souffii surface, there was something in him; but not 
er^ugh to make me wish to meet him again so as to ascertain 
thi fact ; and it was a relief to me when a telegraphic look 
from his mother summoned him to her side at the other end 
of the room. Very soon afterwards the carriage was 
announced. No sooner had I reached the drawing room 
door than Mr. Lytton Bulwer darted across the room, to 
offer me his arm to take me down-stairs, and packed me up 
as carefully as if I really had been something of value. 

*'What splendid sable P he exclaimed, as he inducted 
me into the Persian-green Turkish Pelisse. *' Yes, is it 
not ? as it is only borrowed finery I may extol it ; it is one 
of two that the Orand Vizier gave my uncle, and scandal 
0U8 to saji they have both been left tossing about for years 
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hanging up in the servants' hall till I took possesftion' of 
tliis one. The moth got into the large hanging sleoye of 
the other, and the sable must bo magnificent as Poland 
nsked £250 to replace it with the same tail sable as the 
rest/' 

The niglit was raining; and I begged of him not to 
come out, but he woula pat me into the carriage, and 
regardless of the little cataructs that were falling from the 
serrant's umbrella, still stood, hoping that I would honour 
his mother on the following evening. . 



EDITORS PREFACE. 



For printing the following letters I fear I majr incur 
some blame from those who consider the publication of 
such private correspondence to be generally indiscreet. 

I must doubtless be prepared for suoli auimadversion, 
but trust little explanation will, if it does not entirely silence 
the censure I should regret, at any rate show that no other 
course was open to me. 

If the intention were simply to satisfy a morbid curiositv, 
I should certainly have withneld these letters from the pub- 
lic, although many biographies would have been left 
singularly incomplete from an undue exercise of restraint : 
as an example may be mentioned the case ci Eeats, where 
it is doubtful whether his letters to Fanny Brawne have not 
afforded a better clue to his character than could possibly 
have been gathered from other sources. 

To the literary critic I would at the outset explain that 
I lay no claim to either stylistic skill or indeed to the 
impartiality that an Editor, pure and simple, is usually 
expected to show. 

The former short coming is, I think, of small import- 
ance in a book of this nature ; as regards the latter, i am 
ratlier in the position of an advocate than an impartial 

J'udge : and in loyalty to mjr esteemed and much valued 
rieud, I feel bound to show in the strongest possible light 
what is the naked truth. 
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Duriug the last yours of the life of the laic D^Avager 
Lady Lytton, I had in conversation frequently noted her 
extreme anxiety that these letters, with oihcr papers gho 
had carefully preserved, should on some fitting occasion be 
ns?d for clearing her memory from the liarsh iu'lgnunt 
which had been pronounced and circulated to her disparago- 
meur. 

With this object she left to me by will all her papers, 
including these letters, an incomplete '^ Autobiography," 
and another MS. of autobiographic character, called 
" Nemesis ;*' and she was so nervously anxious that her 
intention should not through any inadvertence be frustrated 
that she direct-ed that they should not by reason of any 
pretext "however plausible and apparently truthful,^' be 
permitted to pass into the hands of any member of certain 
families she named. 

My first intention was to delay this publication for some 
years ; but I am compelled to hasten my action in conse- 
quence of the recent appearance of the "Biography of 
Edward Lord Lytton,'* for, although I might not have 
considered it incumbent on me to correct inaccuracies so 
far as the late Lord alone was concerned, yet in the unjust 
notices of Lady Lytton I feel that delay would be preju- 
dicial to the very object of my trust and the faithful dis- 
charge of a duty I had unreservedly accepted. 

Of course I do not disguise from myself the fact that 
this cannot be fairly curried out without disillusioning the 
public on many ix)ints where they have been misled through 
generous feeling to a favourite author, and by having 
recently had presented to them as a true portrait what is 
really but a lancy picture, sketched jointly by father and 
son with undoubted artistic skill, but lacking in wax sem- 
blance. This I cannot help, but I rather regret that it will 
shake our faith in Biographies generally, when written 
under like conditions, where filial piety or friendly par- 
tisanship accept materials that do or reject materials that 
do not accord with a fixed purpose. 

This, however, will be more clearly seen by any reader 
vho carefully coniipares the " Biography '* with this most 
necessary supplement ; nor can its author offer any reason- 
able objection to such assistance, for which he uninten- 
tionally anticipates the value when he writes, that "to 
form an impartial judgment of his father's character^ his 
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own letters will now enable all candid persons to jndgo for 
themselves," etc., etc. 

Thns, I only add to their opportunities for forming an 
nnbiassed indgment, from a more extended acquaintance 
with what he considers the " only authentic records/^* this 
plan has also another special advantage, for, as he adds 
that he does not wish to " sit in judgment " on his parents, 
it will relieve him from an unenviable task, and leave him 
to reconcile this homnge to a worthy sentiment, with the 
well-known circumstance of his having, years ago, eepa- 
i-ated himself from the mother, and identified all his inter- 
est with the father — indeed it will be remarked how the 
references to his parents generally, although shaped to 
plausibility and priority, plainly indicate that it is only bv 
constrained effort that the exaltation of one is not still 
more forcibly contrasted with a more pronounced dis- 
paragement of the other. 

The reader of the " Biography '* will remark how the 
opening chapters elaborate, at tedious length, the ancestral 
glories of the Robinsons, and are followed by uninteresting 
recitals from unfinished works ; then comes the real bio- 
graphical work, interspersed with a judicions selection from 
iiCtters, which help fill in the fancy sketch, already care- 
fully outlined by the autobiographer over the more danger- 
ous period of "The life," where the least mistake would 
have been fatal, and where the talent of the novelist is 
exhibited in the congenial field of fiction ; for, although 
his work was left unfinished, it could readily be completed 
without risk, by aid of the well-assorted materials left, 
with directions for their use, in conformity with the inten- 
tion indicated. 

The letters now offered for perusal afford probably the 
best assistance for restoring a fair and natural conception 
of the ciiaracters, both of Lord Lytton and his wife ; these 
letters were apparently written without any secondary 
object — except those of latter date, where we remark the old 
talent for interspersing subjects of personal grievance with 
general ones, thus preventing their use by adopting a tone 
of injury and form of complaint, rather than of excuse. 
It needs no special direction to show how Lord Lytton was 
always influenced by an overwhelming selfishness in every 

♦ Vid4 '•Btography." Vol. 11., p. 168. 
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thought and action^ by a morbid craving for notoriety, and 
by tno desiro to be mai'ked under every condition he 
thought fit to accept, and in every attitude he assumed. 

It has ahready been remarked that Mr. Bulwer's letters 
to Miss Wheeler exhaust the whole vocabulary of amatory 
declamation ; but their want of reticeuce and dignity too 
clearly betray a sensual abondonment to what she called the 
•** love of a Bashaw,*** not concealed by the aflPccted but 
ponderous philandering of his phiyful correspondence 
under the names of '' Puppy ** and " Poodle.'* His inten- 
tions of purchasing a seat m Parliament are explained with 
amusing cynicism ; of his great talent for puhlic speaking 
he feels not the least doubt ; and with a prescience, 
apparently assisted by occult enquiry, he foretells the great 
Pjut he will play in the House, which shall astound all 
England for a boldness uueqaUed since the days of Pitt, 
*'the Arch-cheat of the Country.'* f Not that even this 
splendid position was valued for working any great public 
goo<l ; for althongh he would advocate all those liberal 
principles with which he professed to have been associated 
from his earliest years, he confessedly aims only at power, 
considering that ** \xh politics, like whist, tricks are more 
Curtain than honours,**! and avows his intention of playing 
for the first and trusting to chance for the latter, winaing 
up, in characteristic style, by moralizing upon how he 
despised what he would take so much trouble to win. 
PeiMiaps a like feeling may account for his anxiety to secure 
a succession to one of the baronetcies in the Doyle family, 
for which he desired to obtain Miss Wheeler*s assistance 
and the requisite interest with the Oovernment. Failing 
to obtain this, other influences were set to work, which will, 
no doubt, contrast oddly with the information we may 
expect to obtain in the latter Volumes of the '* Biography *' 
as to how this and other titles were pressed for his reluctant 
acceptance. His waut of disinterestedness was, however, 
no less marked than than his want of religious feeling, 
shown in his refusal to be influenced by or submit to any 
unseen power, and emphasized by the expression of 
unbounded self-reliance, and a refusal to *' accept any 
other judgment than his own.*'g 

• See Letter CXXYIII. f Bee Letter LXVI. t /MT. 

8 Bm Letters XXXIV and COLXXXV. 



Editor's Preface. xi 

His ungenerous criticism of others^ bis intolerance of 
any assumed rival, make him call Walter Scott the ^' Oreat 
Fiadlestick^^'* and express a liope that he '' may live long 
enough to see justice done to tne *' Arch-quack '^; he dis- 
claims also^ as a disgrace, being considered a friend of 
Bjron'8.f 

Of morose and violent temper ; accepting a credit for 
generosity that wsis cheaply and conveniently earned by a 
reckless extravagance for all that concerned personal 
adornment or self-gratification, but balanced by a nice 
calculation whenever other disbursements were in consid- 
eration ; frightened at t))e lesist ailment ; sensitive of con- 
tradiction or adverse opinion, he was the dandy of the 
Great Georgian period ; a *' man about town,'' as it was 
understood in those days, but with a rose-water affectation 
in substitution for virility that in some degree atoned for 
its misdeeds, for Bulwer was hardly a representative Corin- 
thian of the '* Tom and Jerry ^ school, but rather a would- 
be Rochester or Buckingham in a travestie of the Bestora- 
tion. 

It 18 remarkable how the " Biography ^ works to one 

foint in portraying a character always so artificial, but I 
ave avoided anv risk of misdirection by ^ving the follow- 
ing Letters without abbreviation or omission— except in 
cases of special triviality (twenty letters of this description 
being reserved^, so that a just estimate may be formed 
where he had tlie smallest object for disguise. " 

In some respects we may remark many points of simi- 
larity between Byron and Bulwer ; both are best known in 
masQuerade, but Bulwer had, perhaps, the greater power 
of aaaptablUtv for change. Tne ^' real Lord Byron '^ dif- 
fered widely from the Byron as he chose to be known to 
others, but the characters were fixed ; the real Bulwer, 
however, needs to be oonti*asted with many other' Bui wers 
and there will be inevitable risk of disagreement, through 
portraitures raried by his multifold transformations. 
Both were impressed with a self-consciousness that 
belonged rather to parvenous; there was, however, this 
difference, — Byron retired from the English world in dis- 
gust, and with an affected disdain that did not prevent his 
publishing his private thoughts through '^Domestic 

•Sea Letter CVI. fBee Letter OXLVL 
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Pieces ''; Bnlwer had no snch thoagbt of retirement, Lufc 
while reticent of his own domestic relations^ and only 
dreading ridicule, he persisted perfas et tiefas to tarn to 
advantage every opportunity that should present itself for 
personal advancemeut. 

He left no stone unturned to procure the baronetcy^ 
which should reward a well-timed poliiical pamphlet in the 
Whig interest ; and then secured, though a judicious change 
of political faith, the barony which marked his allegiance 
to his Tory friend and new chief. The celebrated remark 
of Lord Melbourne to a friend who had solicited a higher 
step in the Peerage would have appeared to Bulwer as 
singularly inappropriate, and ho would rather have thought 
the *' d — d fool was the man who did not push nis 
claim to every such distinction ; yet »Southey refused, and 
Soott was satisfied with, a baronetcy, that assuredly adds 
nothing to their fame, while Bulwer stifled his elation, and 
assumed the bearing of a man to whom it was indifferent, 
or accei^ted only as an instalment of what was due to his 
hierit. 

We may in passing remark how among the guests 
accustomed to assemble iu the drawing-room at Qore 
House, where the Countess of Blessington collected a set 
of literary and other celebrities, there would be seen the 
figures of four men, whose like objects were directed to the 
single purpose of personal success, to be obtained through 
means which are unmistakably suggestive of their different 
characters. Each believed iu himself, while none could 
withhold a tacit acknowledgment of the other's worth, in 
the direction of their separate enterprise. Firat stands 
D'Israeli, of whom we may speak with undoubted praise 
and res])ect, in spite of his many political mistakes ; next 
to him is Louis Napoleon, the well-known haUtui of the 
Opera and lounger at Clubs, scheming his Strasbourg and 
Bonlonge adventures; the other two are Bui wer and D'Orsav, 
the one planning to secure the jiower he so much cover red, 
and the other with all his dilettantism content with sartorial 
glories, and proud that his name should go down to 
posterity as the successor of Brummel and the Dandies, 
immortalized by the shape of a hat or the length of a wrist- 
band. 

So little, howeyor, was Bulwer inclined to admit their 
rivalry, that he was ready to contest the snpremacy of each 
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— prepnred alike lor official residence in Downin<^ Street, 
to assist a conspiracy^ or receive honourable mention in 
Dandydom — while as a Novelist ho had a le«:itimate field 
for action where he conld certainly rise above them all. 

Whether these remarks are justified by a perusal of the 
Letters, or not, I leave for the decision of the reader ; but 
I would more especially direct attention to their baaring on 
the (lomistio relations of Lord Lytton, with which f am 
mainly concerned, and for which the '* Biography " will bo 
found to be equally inaccurate. The Editor hardly con- 
ceals his partisanship in his curt remarks and allusions to 
his Father's and Mother's early engagement, — he gives his 
opinion that ^' Miss Wheeler wns not disposed to regard Mrs. 
Bnlwer Lytton^s disapproval as an absolute obstacle to a 
marriage seriously desired by that lady^s son,"* '* who would 
probably have bpen weaned from encouraging hopes and 
wishes associated with Miss Wheeler, he Inid received from 
her a distinct assurance that she was resolved not to marry 
him without his mother's approval. No such announce- 
ment ci;me in aid of his struggle. "+ 

Although not an avowed part oi the *' Aulobiogniphy,*' 
this remark may with tolerable confidence be regarded as 
inspired by the father, but such a statement, which would 
be inexcusable if tme, outrages all feelings of delicacy and 
decorum, when well known to be an invention, and can be 
tre<ited only as a positive misre|)re8entation, not alone from 
its improbability, but by the written avowal of Lord Lvtton 
himself, that Miss Wheeler had thfee times broken off their 
engagement ; though, alas I it was as often renewed through 
arguments that were unfortunately successful, and with 
the adsurance of his Mother s eventual consent. That this 
was at last dispensed with can hardly be regarded as the 
fault of Miss W heeler, but as the inevitable consequence of 
a pei-sistent influence that allowed no withdrawal, and at 
one time even induced him to urge a private marriage. | 

The unmanly and un^nerous endeavour to throw this 
slight upon Lady Lytton is only one of the many proofs of 
a systematic effoi-t to paint a character which is wanting in 
all true likeness to the original. 

I need hardly repeat the story of a life which is known 

• YidA Vol. U., 186 of Biography. \ iwa. p. 186. 

t Letter XLIV. 
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to most readerd^ nor need I point out how tbc poor wife 
suffered every conceivable ontruge and persecution (witness 
the dying deposition of her maid Byrne), till under feelings 
of exasperation that may now be readily understood, after 
Fcven years of long-suffering and forbenranee. She had 
the audacity to rotalisite, and thus gave advantage for the 
promulgation of misstatements nnserupulously used and 
encouraged, while the husband was rehearsing a new t6U 
preparatory to the eulogy of a dutiful son, who shows so 
unmistakably his questionable selections for illustrating the 
*' virtues of a great man'* and '' the errors of a good one/' 
and then rids nimself of other difficulties by writing wiih 
affected delicacy that he could not dismiss the subject 
with the simple statement that his father married for love, 
and that his marriage was imprudent and unhappy. 

Let, then, these Letters tell their own talc : th,ey will 
prove the reality of an attachment which, although seufiu- 
ous in its expression, was probably as generous as the 
writer's nature would j^ermit, and also afford a curious 
illustration of what the Biographer calls his valuable direc- 
tion to a young girl, placed through unfoi-tunate domestic 
circumstances in a very difficult and unhappy [)osition.* 

The correspondence carries the reader with some 
intervals though the years of courtship and early married 
life, and it is remarkable that Miss Wheeler's letters over 
the same period are so carefully suppressed, thus afford* 
ing reasonable ground for believing that they would hardly 
support the general tenor of the "Biography." Copies 
of some of her letters are now published at the end of this 
Volume, with extracts from her " Journal," showing the 
gradual neglect and personal violence to which she was sub- 
jected ; I could very effectively quote more from her own 
" Autobiography," bat I prefer to rest almost exclusively 
on authority tnat cannot be qoestioned ; else it could 
be shown how she aeoepted reconciliations for the sake of 
her children, how a separation was eventually forced on 
her by the versatile actor, who skilfully adopted himself to 
the file of outraged husband, how she bore all these 
wrongs till at last even her children were taken away from 
her : then indeed the Mother, " outraged by such remorse- 
less persecution," gave vent to her anger and indignation 

• T*fe Biogr^hy, Vol. 11., p. 152. 
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at the falsehood a&d meanness of the man, who, an imposi- 
tion to all the world besides, stood revealed in his true 
character to her alone, and wbo also by preteudius to have 
made sacrifices, had in reality robbed her of the happiness 
ho had promised and so rnthlessly destroyed. 

After making oil allowunces, it is evident that the 
intention of the Biographer, in his own immediate work 
and in the inspirea hibonrs of supposed independent 
critics, has yery much fallen short of what had been wished. 
Lord Lytton's personality evokes neither love nor sympathy, 
it fails to direct interest to the man who ontsiae his 
literary rohcre was almost insolent in the exf)rcBsion of his 
self-satisned assumption, and barely sympathetic for any- 
thing when his self-interest was not the main obiect. In 
literature no one will dispute his pre-eminence, but even 
this is- limited to the charming novels he has written ; it is 
true he has ^ven us some very pretty poetry, and that 
after some failures he was successful as u dramatist — ^but 
the poetry shows little more than a facility for versification 
on lines tnat were then almost extinct, and have since been 
buried beneath the fame of Byron, Shelly and the Lake 
Poets, so that it is donbtful whether one in a thousand 
could repeat half a dozen consecutive lines from any of his 

S>etical works. Indeed, it is only as an accomplished 
ovelist he will be remembered, but here he will alwajrs 
remain in the front rank, although he had a certain tricki- 
ness of style and was not always original in his conceptions, 
for even the '^Caxtons'* is but an imitation of '* Tristram 
Shandy,'^ and he reduced the virtues which did not adorn 
his life to mere abstractions, so that the Good, the Beauti- 
ful and the True (all of course in capitals) are made to do 
the work of substantives, while retaining their limited and 
mora shadowy significance under sometimes very ques* 
tonableuse. 

As to his career as a politician, we ean hardly adopt his 
own singularly modest estimate of his abilities without a 
smile, especially when we look at the result of his own prog- 
nostications ; tnat he should have been made a Caoinct 
Uinister, however creditable to a powerful Minister, as a 
proof of his old friendship, yet can only be remembered as 
making a distinct failure, judged either by the public good 
or even his own success. 

No doubt he could be relied upon for obedience to orders, 
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and his name is identified with some measures of utility^ 
bat we cannot help feeling that this was a weakness only 
permitted to throw a transient gleam over himself, rjithor 
than to benefit the cUists with whom the Superfine Senator 
could hardly be expected to sympathise. As a speaker he 
was unimpressive, theatrical, and superficial — so that his 
carefully prepared speeches did not evince that great orator- 
ical tale'nt that he so naively took credit for, but gave the 
impression of being only studied essays, tlelivered with the 
mechanical gestures he had so successfully mastered in the 
University Debating Society. 

I find this well sketched by a contemporary, who wrote 
that Sir Bulwer Lytton inevitably suggests ideas of Don 
Quixote when he is silent, and of the windmill which the 
the Knight of La Mancha attacked when he is speaking, his 
exuberance of gesture justifying the saying of Ix)rd Palmer- 
ston that '* the House had seen the speech of the right hon. 
gentleman." 

Perhaps some day a correct life of the late Lord Lytton 
may be published, but for this it is evident that these 
Letters, and the Autobiography of the late Dowager Lady 
Lytton, must be taken into account, as a set-off to the mis- 
takes of self-directed opinion, the influence of family pre- 
tention, political partisanship, and other evidence of work 
''toorder:'^ 

There are not many biographers like Boswell or auto- 
biographers like Trollope ; and we can well understand 
Thackera/s objection to be subjected to the usual ])rocess 
for misleading the public. 

It may be a question of taste how far the publication of 
private correspondence may be justified, where it only sup- 
plements opinions already formed ; but there can bo «o 
doubt of its necessity 9 when used to redress wrong, or to 
correct misstatements, that are not only false in themselves, 
but compel us to repudiate them with indignation as 
attempts to impose upon our credulity. 

Wo. may better believe the words of Lady Lytton when 
she w rites : " Had any Angel op'd the book of Providence 
and let me read my fate, my heart had broke when I beheld 
the sum of ills which one by one I have endured." 

Louisa Dbtby. 

Montresor, Upper Norwood. 
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I. 

To Mi8S BosiNA Wheelbb. 

Mr. E. Lytton Balwer presents liis compliments to 
Miss Wheeler; he has just returned from the Isle of 
Thanety and intends going into Hertfordshire to-morrow 
or the next day. He woald feel so extremely flattered 
ooold he be the bearer of any note to Lady Caroline, or 
execute any other commission for Miss Wheeler. 
Q, Upper Seymour Street. 

Thureday Morning. 

Mr. Edward Balwer rarely dated his letters. There is 
no date to this, bnt it most have been in October, 1825, as 
Miss Wheeler states that she was jnst verging on her 
twenty-third birthday (2nd Noyember) when she first met 
MitL Lytton and her son at a reception at Miss Bengei-'s 
(not at Miss Berry's, as stated by Lord Lytton in the life 
of his father). 

IL 

To Miss Bosika Wheeleb. 

[His praise of his writiags uodeseryed.] 

I am utterly at a loss how to express to Miss Wheeler 
the pleasure I have derived from her note ; will she permit 
me to ask her, if she has not observed with me that minds 

[211 
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of a higher order extend their liberality eycn to the praises 
they bestow, and if she will not therefore believe that, 
while I feel how undeserved are those with which she has 
honored me, I do, at least, homage to the sentiments from 
which they arose ? When I was in the Highlands, I 
remember being exoeedingly ourioas to know what possible 
value could be attached to a stone, remarkable for nothing 
but the brightness of its colour, and which its possessor, an 
old woman, seemed to prize as a most inestimable treasure. 
The stone (she told me with great solemnity in answer to 
my questions) was formerly black, but the Queen of the 
Fairies came there one night and changed it to its present 
colour, merely by a look. I believe that I have become as 
superstitious as the old lady, — that I really persuade 
myself that the pages Miss Wheeler has read have taken a 
brighter hue since she has looked at them, and that things 
formerly insignificant and worthless have derived from ier 
a value and a sanctity not their own. In consequence of 
my absence fr6m London, Miss Wheeler's note, as well as 
the fragment of one to Miss Beuger, have only just been 
received. In enclosing these lines to Miss Spence, I order 
my servant particularly to enquire respecting Miss 
Wheeler's indisposition, and earnestly hope for a favourable 
report. 
Q, Upp^ Beifmimr Bkrmi. 
Bimdaig, 

m. 

To Miss RosiNA Whbbleb. 
{Dr. Joboson.— Mr. Harvey]. 

Mr. Lyttou Bnlwer presents his compliments to Miss 
Wheeler, and has the honor of sending another copy of his 
poems according to her flattering request. 

In looking over Milton the other day, Mr. Bulwer dis- 
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covered that by some unaccountable mistake Dr. Johnson 
has been called a Scotsman instead of a Sophist This 
mistake Mr. Balwer would be very much obliged to Miss 
Wheeler to correct, as Trnth obliges him to confess that 
Dr. Johnson, dogmatic, shallow, bigoted as he was, is not 
entitled to an accusation so very severe. Mr. Bulwcr 
trusts that he shall not be considered very importunate in 
owning that he found the few verses iti Lady Gurolino's 
book by Miss Wheeler so very beantifnl, that he cannot 
resist renewing his entreaty for permission to see more. 
Should Miss Wheeler see anything of Mr. Hervey, perhupe 
she will bo so kind as to express Mr. Bulwer's regret ut the 
miscarriage of his note in answer to Mr. Hervey's requesw. 
and to say how much he was flattered by the request, and 
by the present which accompanied it. If Mr. Hervey 
would let Mr. Balwer know how much time he may be 
allowed for the writing a contribution to the next volume 
of the Friendship's Offering, Mr. Bulwer will have much 
pleasure in preparing one expressly for the purpose, either 
in prose or poetry, as Mr. Hervey m^iy prefer. Mr. Bulwer 
is confident that he cannot better return the high gratifi- 
cation he htts received from Mr. Hervey's poetry than in 
requesting Miss Wheeler to convey his admiration. When 
we have learnt to disguise feeling in flippancy, and borrow 
the levity of the world in order to veil the deeper recesses 
of our hearts ; when we have grown averse to discovering 
the less ordinary emotions which we have loamt the dan- 
ger of feeling ; when, shrinking from ourselves, we have 
^taken our language and our manner from the common- 
place objects which surround us — it is then that we are 
taught all our obligation to that genius which can alone 
afford us enthusiasm without leaving us regret 
5» Upper Seymour Street. 
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IV. 
To Miss Bosika Whbeleb. 

[Mr. Hervey.J 

In sending Lady Caroline a book she wished to hare, I 
haye taken the liberty of enclosing the sketch I tliink of 
sending Mr. Hervey (that is, if you approve of it), not 
without the hope of benefiting by any corrections you may 
do mo the honor to suggest. 

It is with great respect and esteem that I subscribe 
myself. Miss Wheeler's Tory obedient servant, 

Edwabd Ltiton Bulweb. 

Wednesday, 

The following three letters are disguised in Miss Lan- 
don's cramped handwriting : 

V. 

To Miss Whbeleb. 
[Interest in Miss Wheeler.] 

Shall I never more see the handwriting of the dear 
Bosina ? It is an age since I was gladdened by a single 
glance of her eyes, yet if they may not beam on me, let me 
at least have a few lines to tell me how and where she is, 
and when and where I may hope to meet her again. 

Believe me, few are more truly interested in you than 
myself; but this you will not believe, lovely aristocrat, 
UTimporte, I am faithful and sincere, and long most 
ardently to see some predictions of which you were the sub- 
ject. I am neither well nor happy, nor likely to become 
so — ^in truth, more ready to turn my back on this world. 
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and its ordeal ; bnt let me first take leave of you, thougl: 
that woald merely tempt me to look behind. E. B. 

66, Warrtn Strtei, FiUroy Square. 
Wednesdajf, 

VL 

To Miss Whebleb, Manchester Street, Manchester 

Square. 

[Lady Caroline.] 

Peace to Lady Tsabolla ; since she has promised me a 
billet from dear Bosiua I shall no longer consider her an 
evil spirit, bat as a benignant minister. My illness, sadden 
and violent, also alarming, was soon sabdaed by laudanum, 
and I am now almost in my ordinary state of Valetudi- 
narianism, with the unacceptable addition of a new 
restraint suggested by the experience of yesterday, namely, 
never to cat after having taken a long walk, by which 
imprudence alone it seems my late seizure was occasioned. 
Away with such themes! I shall struggle hard to meet 
you on Monday ; but even that will not quite console me for 
having broken my faith on Monday with the unique Caro- 
line. I wonder not that you were deeply affected in con- 
templating her sufferings ; but her generous earnestness to 
promote cordiality between her husband and her friend was 
still more touching. What he is, I know not, nor care. I 
believe that he really possesses a soul, however he may 
boast of an accompUshcd mind. Helasl what is a fine 
mind in that man without a gallant spirit, a congenial 
temper, full flowing sympathies, and true nobleness of 
character ! I cannot think I should like him, however I 
might be disposed to admire the talents and accomplish* 

mcnts that have won the homage of , and were she not 

the wife of his bosom, would probably be the mistress of 
his choice, such caprice is there in lordly man, with all his 
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pretended diguiiy and devotion. MissSpence tells tne that 
yon haye ceased to weep. I gradge those tears, not to 
love, but to Rosina ; or, rather, the better I love the one,— 
the more mast I grieve for the other. Let us be gay on 
Monday ; that is, aa common beings ore gay — the tears 
transmuted to years — the heart contented to remain in its 
own little comer, full satisfied that it shall soon regain its 
wonted freedom, and exercise its old tyranny. I could go 
on, but that I fear to miss the post, and 1 know that I am 
in a very ill humour, and, therefore, but too apt to make 
you melancholy. My mother was all the better for the 
visit, and thanks you cordially for you kind remembrance. 

£. L. B. 

VII. 

To Miss Rosina Wheeler. 

[Miss LandoD.] 

Thanks to my dear, kind Kosina for her little lilht^ 
which I gladly accept a pledge of future favours. Our 
friend Spence is genial as Anacreon, love, in transmitting 
our litth epistoUts. I hope yon relish diminatives. I am 
always pressing them into our language, but they do not 
always suit your eagle pen. I am delighted with your 
elegant and most felicitous rebuke to Tommj*s imperti- 
nence. I see in your pen the power of the electricians in 
dispersing the clouds that portend a tempest. HSlas / 
what boots all this ? I care much more for your side. 
\ypu)d you could tell me, it were easy. Believe me, the 
apt, thpugh more cruel, is less impmctable ; besides, the 
heart, the feeling heart, never can be quite easy, a certain 
degree of painful excitation being necessary even to its 
pleasurable gratification. Hilaal when once we have 
departed from this terrestrial sphere, we will tiike care never 
to return to it. Are you not ploaped, 4eligbted I should 
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saj, with the little quick song^ in the Literary Gazette, by 
yoar, or I may say our charming Landon ? I am glud to 
forget myself in the perusal of fiuch compositions. It is^ 
to my taste, one of licr sweetest gems. I am vexed like 
yon about the contested book. Why is Ihe enchantress so 
ill-advised, and why, with her quick intelligence, will she 
endure to be so overruled ? 
Farewell, till we meet. 

Ever, ever yours, 

KB. 
VIII. 

To Miss Rosina Wheeleb. 

[Early attachments.— The "yearaing weakness" of Lis nature. 
Fears his love was not shared. — His mother's favorite son.— Fears 
tliat liis mollier would not consent to his marriage. — Pleads for 
her love. — Without which she takes the lost anchor that attaches 
him to existence ] 

Saturday Night. 

I have twice begun to write, and twice I have destroyed 
what I have written — the same restraint wiiich oppressed 
me in speaking, seems to operate also upon this method of 
uttering the feelings you have inspired. No matter ! 
Their nature you have discovered. Love, admiration, pas- 
sion, are not the loss deeply felt for being imperfectly 
expressed ; the trembling of the voice, the embarrassment 
of manner, the difficulty of expression which diminish the 
eloquence, do justice at least to the rettlity of feeling. 

From the first moment I saw jou, I was attracted 
towards you. The aentiments you inspired carried me 
back to years of more fresh and unsullied remembrance. 
They had no place among the ordinary attachments which 
the world had more lately afforded me. I could not define 
their nature ; I could not reason them away. Early cir- 
oumstances, which embittered and darkened my character. 
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tho exhaustion of feeling which follows an over-wronght 
excitation, and that premature acquaintance with the world 
which tends ubovc all things to harden the heart, had 
brought me tho great lesson of time, hud learnt me to 
reduce affection into a system, and to despise passion as the 
sickliuess of romance. *' None are so desolate, but some- 
thing dear'' will at times i*elieve and brighten the monotony 
of our progress through life ; but if, of late years, I have 
formed attachments, they have been made by circum- 
stances, and they found but a feeble echo in the heart. It 
was you who taught me that my first — and deepest emotions 
were smothered — not extinct. It was you who discovered 
to me that the truth of experience had something in store 
for me still more precious than the creations of Fancy, and 
that my earliest Tisions of Beauty and Love never equalled 
the perfection I beheld and coveted in you. I came here, — 
in proportion as I saw more of you, I discovered more 
clearly the nature of your sentiments to me. Let me here 
digress for an instant, and confess to you the earliest, — the 
prevailing, the most yearning weakness of my nature. It 
is, to find in the one who should become to me the most 
dear, feelings not only not dissimilar in their ncUure, but 
in their extent, to those I should experience myself. I can- 
not love truly, without loving with that earnestness and 
devotion of thought and soul which I feel no ordinary 
attachment could repay. Does this seem to you yanity? 
Believe me that it is not so. I felt as if I should never 
meet such a return, and I therefore shrank from such 
depth of feeling in myself. 

Years have passed since I experienced any emotion like 
that which I feel for you at this moment. Better, perhaps, 
for me, if I had still been successful in subduing my heart. 
I return to my subject. I came here — a spell was upon me 
— I dared not express to you what I felt. I talked with 
levity in order to obtain an escape from the more serious 
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subjects in which Feeling is engaged — I could not trast 
myself with Miose. I said that I discoyered the nature of 
your sentiments to me. I saw that there was not one of the 
nature which could alone satisfy my heart, and I should 
hare left you with my own unuttered (at least by the lips), 
and with the resolution to forget you, had not all the cold- 
ness of prcyions reflection been destroyed yesterday by the 
imprudence of a single moment, I touched you, I held your 
hand in mine, and I felt as if you alone were all the world. 
What were Reason, Besolution, the wisdom of Premedita- 
tion, to the impulse of that unguarded instant ? I saw 
then it was duo to you to express myself more clearly. I 
did so. Oh God I that in that brief but memorable conver- 
sation which ensued, I could have oyercome the chilling 
impression that, even amid the gentleness and kindness of 
your manner, my feelings were unshared. Yet what 
could I expect ? A mind and heart like yours are not 
lightly won, and yet I had left nothing to Time. I told 
you that I adored you ; I repeat it. Examine your own 
feelings and tell me candidly what I may dare to expect. I 
do not ask if the sensations I would excite ABE awakened ; I 
only ask if they are capable of being so. For the happiness 
of both of us, answer me this from your very heart. 

I haye disclosed to you tho great, the perhaps unreason- 
able, return which my own i-equires ; consider tliat^ when 
you giye me your reply. I turn from the feelings I experi- 
ence to the circumstances under which I am placed. 

I am my mothei'^s fayourite son. I was brought up 
solely by her, when my brothers spent their childhood 
chiefly with other relations. She considers me, therefore, 
as tho one whose fate will more immediately reflect upon 
her, and perhaps for that reason she is particularly ambi- 
tious respecting it. Her affection makes her desire that I 
should be happy, but her pride that I should find my 
happiness in the distinctions of the world. As yet I have 
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been- indifferent to these, for I have no object in obtaining 
them; and it is from despair at my indolence that my 
mother has wished that my marriage at least should, as it is 
termed, advance me in the world. UNDER PRESENT 
OIROUMSTANCES, I feel to well that she would not give 
her consent to a marriage which, while she acknowledged as 
most honourable, would still appear to her imprudent I 
but it is only under PRESENT circumstances. If I had 
once attained the distinction she desires for me. Fortune 
and Connection in marriage would cease to be an object. 
She has even told me (and I know her generosity and kind- 
ness too well to disbelieve it) that I might then consult my 
happiness according to my own ideas ; and when no longer 
biased by a previous prejudice, she would preccive and 
acknowledge what reason she would have for pride and 
ezaultation in that connection which is the first desire of 
my Heart. I said that I had no object in earning reputa- 
tion. Suffer me, my beautiful and adored Friend, to 
desire it from y(m — ^tell me for your sake to exert myself, 
and from tliat instant a new spirit shall possess me. What 
could I not hope for, what could I not achieve, if your 
smile was my inspiration and your love my reward ? I do 
not speak from the romance of a momentary impulse, or 
the too sanguine expectations of an inexperienced ambition. 
Uard as it is for persons depressed by poverty and birth to 
obtain distinction, to those in a more fortunate situation it 
requires littie but the stimulus and exertion. Tell mo to 
hope for you, Rosina, and every other object of ambition 
will appeiir easy and mean in comparison. 

SUNDAY MORNING.— It is unn itural in me to say 
that I do not so much regret a delay, which I know shall 
not be long, first because it will enable me to hope the more 
tfant I may obtain your affection, and secondly to render 
myself more deserving of the treasure. 

So far had I written when I received and read your 
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note. Oil ! never, never, Eoeina, let there be this separa- 
tion between our hearts. Will what I have written 
explain my sentiments and my wishes ? I pause — I become 
cmbaiTassed — I know not what I would express.* 

Hate ymi, Sosina ! At this moment the tears are in 
my eyes, my lieart beats audibly ! I stop to kiss the paper 
consecrated by your hand — can these signs of love ever 
turn into hatred ? But let me collect myself. I will 
speak to you calmly. All that you have said about my 
mother I have already replied to. What you say to me of 
a brilliant career only tells me how joyless it would be 
nnendearcd by an affection which I no longer despair of 
obtaining, and by one who would bless domestic, even more 
than adorn public life. You have awakened already the 
desire to place you in a situation higher than I yet can 
offer you, and more worthy of yourself ; but oh, in the 
solitude which shall no longer be that of indolence, but 
exertion, or in the world, from whose pursuits I shall for 
your sake no longer turn away, will it be too much to hear 
ifrom you, when circumstances forbid me to see you, will 
you suffer mo occasionally to write to yon, to communicate 
to you my hopes and schemes, and to be encouraged at times 
by your opinion in return ? Do not, Rosina, I implore you, 
do not refuse mo this I In the coldness of the ordinary 
affections which will surround me in the gloom which 
circumstances and solitude have rendered habitual to my 
temper — in that weary and oppressive scnsiition of loneliness 
which absence from you will alone be sufficient to occas- 
sion, do not, I implore you, deny me the strength of this 
consolation I I go to London to-morrow. I await your 
answer with feelings I can neither analyse nor express. 

• This letter is endorsed by Lady Lytton : ** I bad told him tbat 
botb be and bis motbcr would bate me, when tbey found I could not 
minister to Ills insatiable ambition. Alas that I should have been 
such a true prophet I— Re-read, August, 1851." 
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Reply to rao f ally and candidly, as I have written to you, — 
tell me if I am one whose feelings you can understaud, 
whose lot you could partake, whose love you would return ; 
and remember, at all events, that I bind yon to no promise, 
that I demand from you no faith. Say to me at once, if 
you meet with one more wortliy of you, and whose love 
you would sooner reward, say to me at once that my mis- 
foi*tunes are full ; and I release you from that instant 
and for over from my importunities. 

Touched, penetrated to the very soul, by your gene- 
rosity, believe me in every circumstance and scene of life, 
whatever be the result of this correspondence, your stead- 
iest and most devoted friend. You may render life 
doubly valueless to me, but I shall not cease to cherish the 
hope that it may ultimately be useful to you ; and even if 
you take from me the last anchor which attaches me to 
existence, I shall remember you as one who brought back 
to me my earliest and best affections ; and whether in the 
loneliness of retirement, the wanderings of a darkened and 
blighted spirit, or the more unquiet resources of Ambition, 
I shall not cease to consecrate your remembrance, with all 
the liolineps of veneration, and to cling to it with all the 
tenderness of regret. 

Edward Lyitok Bulweb. 
BrockeiBaXi, 

Sunday. April, 1826. 

My address will be at the Athenaeum, Waterloo Place. 
I need not caution you to keep this from Lady Caroline 
Lamb. I have other reasons than her want of conceal- 
ment.* 

• This letter is endorsed by Lady Lytton : "He might well tel 
mc not to tell poor Lady Caroline of bis offer ; for sbc, who knew 
bim and bis motber well, did all she could to warn roe against bim, 
in the reiteratedly ominously prophetic words : * Don't let Edward 
Bulwer bunt you down—tbcy are a bad set.'— Be-read August. 
1851." 
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IX. 

To Miss B. Wheeleb, At the Hon. W. Lamb's, Brocket 
Hall, Welwyn, Herts. 

[Reference to the Corn Laws. — Visit to Brocket.] 

A morning ride is no hardship, and a shower of rain no 
misfortune. This is tmer, I believe, than the generality 
of maxims. If it were my lot to suffer the former, I must 
also confess that I escaped the latter ; it did not rain till I 
was in London. It is so sweet to flatter myself that I 
amid excite anxiety in yon, that I look upon this avowal 
as a proof of singular candor. Who would willingly cease 
to be an object of interest with you ? If as you know, 
there is nothing that I would not undertake for your love, 
so I trust you will believe that there is no hardship (even 
if it were somewhat more severe than a wet ride) which 
would not be converted into pleasure if it procured me 
sooner a single testimony of your remembrance this is 
not the less sincere for its appearance of commonplace ; we 
lose /e«7{n^ when we seek for new metlwds to embody \t\ 
nature for the most part is old ; it is only Art which lays 
claim to the graces of invention. I have written to Lady 
Caroline to say I shall be at Brocket Saturday or Sunday. 
1 fear it will be the latter day. I am detained by persons 
who are at this moment surrounding me, and interrupting 
me every instant with observations on the Corn Laws. 
'* Now, Mr. Bulwor, your good sense must make you per- 
cieve that if so many bushels were sold in 1823, there must 
be so many sold in 1825 ;" or then comes : " open the 
ports *' — " landed aristocracy '' — ^* great country '^ — ** ruin '^ 
— ''dcstnictions and wise precautions of our ancestors.'' 
All this I am expected to comment upon and to answer, 
while all my thoughts, soul, heart, are — wlierey Rosina ? 
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Do yon remember the morning of that evening (which 
is now to me the most precious I can remember) when we 
walked together to the lodge^ where we sat for some time 
in the little temple, and where I attempted to converse with 
you upon ordinary subjects, while I would have given 
worlds to have opened to you my heart ? What a change 
has a few days created since then 1 At that hour I was 
alone upon the world, living from day to day without 
an energy, an object, a desire beyond the monotony of 
commonplace existence. The past could only afford me 
the remembrance of affections that had perished in others, 
and feelings that had withered iu myself ; and for the 
future, — I had already survived the great charm which it 
affords our desires, — I had already felt, with the most 
melancholy (as well as the wisest) of writers, that for me 
'* there was nothing new under the sun/' I was about to 
turn from the only one who had for years intereste<l my 
heart as well as attracted my fancy, and to shrink at onco 
into all the coldness, the solitude, the f riondlessnesB of life. 
Now a new soul has entered within me. I have come 
forth, like the Grecian, from the charms of an enchantress 
into the glory and freshness of a new youth. I have an 
object alike for my feelings and my aspirations ; and as 
men in old times chose a wildeiness to erect an altar for 
tneir gods, so the sterility and desert of my heart have 
become at once consecrated by the altar which I have 
erected to you. But I recall myself from these flights. 
No wonder that I wander when I turn to dream over my 
recollections of you. Farewell. Your most devotedly, 

E. L. B. 

You will depend on me by four, or a little after, on 
Sunday. 
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X. 

To Miss Wheeler, 4, Somerset Street. 

[Astrology.— His lingering and slow diseasc.'^Beyotion to free prin- 
ciples. — Bitter recollections of the past.] 

Marshall Thompson's Hotel, 

Sunday, 
Oh, my dear Bose ! Where shall I find words to 
express my love for you ? Your kiss still dwells upon 
my lips, my hand still thrills beneath your touch, and 
your breath still lingers on my remembrance, fraught 
indeed'^ with more treasures than nn Indian sea.'' Ah! 
in those moments were there no wilder passions, to sub- 
due? was there nothing in my heart to remind me that 
even in the midst of heaven I was still actuated by the 
passions, and engrossed by the madness, of mortality ? But 
do not let me give way to feelings wiiich, Eosc, when I 
come to a passage like this, — that is when I would express 
the emotions your very name is suflBciont to awaken, — I 
feel choked with their variety and oppressed with their 
intenseness, I pause for moments — for minutes. I search 
for words, but language deserts me, and all that I can 
retrace of remembrance or embody of emotion only causes 
me to commune with my own heart and to be still. It 
wants but a few minutes to ten, and I have to fill this 
paper, for I will not send you a short letter least you should 
repay me in kind ; and yet it is not now with the vivid and 
passionate remembrance of this morning still fresh upon 
my mind that 1 should trust myself even to address you at 
all. But let me turn from this (for I must do so) to a 
darker presentiment of the future. 1 told you I was 
addicted to the old and vain speculations of astrology. 
Can you tell me, Rose, why at the moment I was leaning 
on your bosom the fate once predicted to me came upon 
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me as distinctly as I soo any present and palpable object 
before me at this instant — a scaflold — ^a crowd — all which 
accompanies the death of — . You laugh, Bqae, I see yon, 
and you have rea.'^on. I woke from this momentary delirium 
and I saw yon — only you. Oh Eose ! my beautiful, my 
beloved ! If I might form my own plan of what is most 
happy in life, and most honourable in death, it would bo 
to owe my existence to you, and its sacrifice at last (not to 
this lingering and slow disease which prevents my heart 
being wholly your own), but to those free principles to 
which I have devoted myself from my very birth. 

Write to me, I beseech you. Rose, not only to-morrow 
morning as early as you can, but, if possible, by the post to 
Enebworth (near Stevcnnge). I shall write to you again 
before I leave town. 

Now when I am without yon and alone, I awaken to all 
the bitterness of my past recollections. I see before me all 
the sins and errors of my former life, and all the evil I 
have occasioned to the few hearts that have dared to cling 
to me, but yours shall never be among them. You shall 
indeed '^look me into brightness, '' as I once told you 
before. 

And now, my own love, I shall conclude. I long to 
sleep, that I may dream of you. Come to me, my betrothed, 
in my visions, and let me feel once more your breath upon 
my lips. 

E. L. BULWBB. 

XI. 

To Miss Bosika Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Square, London. 
[Her sister's illness.] 

Cheltenhamy 18:^6. 
My Dearest Rosina : — You, who kno^ and feel that my 
thoughts must always be with you, will not be surprised at 
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hearing from me again. The fact is, that I am very 
anxions about your sister's health. Whore you feel interest, 
/must; and in the more near and intimate subjects of 
your last letter, to which I replied yesterday, I forgot — or 
rather I had no room — to reply to the contents of your 
former one. This was put into my hands just as I was 
leaving London, and I had no time to answer it then. 
NoWy are not the doubts you expi*e6scd there removed ? 
Our hearts at last understand each other, and have become 
one. What can separate the waters one poured into one 
channel ? But there is one thing which I may as well 
answer, lest you should mistake my feelings hereafter — it 
is your proposal to imitate ''poor Mrs. Acton, and be ill.'' 

My dearest Rosina, remember that, though love be per- 
haps a selfish passion, and that we often are actuated by 
lesser and more unworthy feelings, yet with me it is always 
unconsciously to myself — if love makes mo wander from 
what is right, it is because he has blinded me first. Never 
would I willingly and wilfully deprive you of a single 
enjoyment. My fears, if they offended you, were also 
peculiar to myself. I will confess that I was not vain 
enough to be confident, bnt at least I was too proud to be 
jealous. This is a subtle, but it is a true distinction. The 
miser dreads lest, through his own fault or misfortune, 
he should lose his treasure ; but ho docs not see in his most 
anxious moments the treasure itself walk out of the door, 
or fly out of the window. But, I repeat it, these doubts 
arc over. I give myself up to tlie sweet hope that there is 
nothing to bar the confidence and the commune of our 
hearts. At this moment I feel as if every word, which / 
write in the remembrance that it will be read by you^ is a 
new link to bring us closer together. 

Bosina I Bosina ! Every letter of that sweet name 
from the south, seems softer to my spirit than music, and 
when, my beautiful, my beloved, I add the epithets which 
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belong to that name, I liuger OTer every syllable, as if loth 
to leave the tender and passionate remembrance which it 
excites and recalls. Write to me, and tell mo of your sister 
— erery tie which is separated from others, shsJl only be 
transferred to ourselves. We are alone upon the world ; 
let us cling to one another for support The links and 
affections which belong to others, and seem from your birth 
to have been denied to you, — from fMy the dearest have 
been severed by death. All things, our very solitude and 
desolation among the world, should make ns shrink more 
utterly into ourselves ; and from the very sorrows of the 
past we should draw the hope and consolation of the future. 
Write to me, and tell me that you despond no more. The 
certainty of our union at last shall support us thix>ugh all 
doubt, fear and separation now. For me that one hope is 
sufficient cause for happiness. 

Your letter (how muchy muck more that letter has made 
me love you !) T have kissed till you yourself would be 
jealous of the adoration I have paid it ; and your hair, 
which hangs upon my heart, can witness how faithfully it 
has bent for yon. I do not like the locket I have chosen ; 
I cannot get the hair out when I wish, the glass seems a 
barrier to my lips ; but perhaps it is best so, or I should 
kiss it away. Adieu, my own love I my soul is with you. 

E. L. BULWER. 

XII. 

To Miss B. Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Square, London. 

[Clieltenluun.— Miss London's portrait of Miss Wheeler.] 
Absence from Chelt.cnham for two or three days has 
prevented my receiving your letters till now, and will, I 
hope, therefore be my excuse for not having replied to them 
before. Why, indeed, is there not a language to express 
foeling ? What a pity it is that wo cannot have that which 
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Emmanael Swedenborg htis invented for his angels ! — not 
words, — ^bnt a sort of thin undnlating vaponr, on which 
the feelings areas it were stamped and made yisible I Yet 
after all^ there is one . language of the lips which I would 
not exchange for all the visions of more celestial intcrcourso, 
and I persuade myself when I kiss jour letters and your 
hair, that I am practicing that language for a still dearer 
occasion. I half think you will laugh at me obeying you^ 
and enclosing some of my hair, for I am sure you either 
think me exceedingly vain already, or have formed a design 
of making me so. However it is as impossible to resist you 
in small as in great things ; and I riin all risks for the 
pleasure of obeying yon. Talking of hair, I have made 
more enemies in England by curled hair, than by all the 
superiority you are so flattering as to impute to me. I 
know nothing so unpopular among men^ as to be born with 
that defect ; it quite astonishes me to think of the obloquy 
and prosecution to which it has exposed me. You ask mo 
how I like Oheltcnham. The town and country are the 
most beautiful I ever saw, but '' my heart's is the High- 
lands, my heart is not here,'' — there is a void in the charms 
which surround me, and my soul longs, thongh in vain, to 
fill it with you. And now having got through the more 
ordinary topics of my letter^ let me turn, dearest Rosina, 
entirely to those which relate to yon. Fortunately for me I 
opened your second letter before your first, so that I only 
received the news of your illness in the same moment that I 
was assured of your recovery. My dear, dear love, do 
immediately let roe know how you are ; I feel still extreme- 
ly uneasy about yon ; my hopes, affections, nay, my very 
life, are completely wrapt in yours. I attend your news 
with impatience. I know not how it ie, when I reflect on 
the shortness of time that I have known you, but I foel so 
much more confidence in you than I should in any other 
woman. There seems to me something more high and 
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noble in your disposition, than in that even of the most 
attractive woman I have known. One reason why I ha?e 
never, since I was seventeen, been attached long or deeply 
to any one is, that I have never felt I could trust or esteem 
them as eqnals ; but for yon I feel as much friendship as 
passion, and I.think to discover (what seems to me impos- 
sible) any littleness in your mitnre would be the only thing 
that could ever console me for any diminution in your love. 
You may be sure that I shall be all impatience to see your 
portrait by Miss Landon. Could not you tell me any of the 
lines ? As to her prediction, I trust — yes — ^that it will be 
verified, that you will die in my arms, and be awakened by 
my kisses. I have been too busy with thinking about you 
to have got on at all with my satire. I must shut myself up 
somewhere for ^ week on leaving Cheltenham, and refuse 
myself the delicious distraction (there's an alliteration for 
you !) of your letters. I write poetry very fast, and generally 
correct as I go on, but I tell people I write slow, for I hate 
the cant of the extempore composers. Pray do you under- 
stand Latin ? Let me know ; if you do I will write you 
some verses in that language ; if not, you must be content- 
ed with English. You may be sure, by-the-bye, from my 
loYe itself, that I am not afraid of superiority and knowl- 
edge in women, and I think I could forgive you though no 
one else, even if you knew why black kettles radiate more 
than white, and could detail all the metaphysical subtleties 
of £ant and Berkeley. 

Adieu, my dream of beauty, for no reality equals you. 

I send you a thousand kisses— can't you send me one ? 
Ever most affectionately yours, 

E. L. B« 
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XIII. 

To Miss Bosina Whbblbb, 40^ Somerset Stfeet^ Port- 
man Sqaare^ London. 

[Death of Biater.— Visit to Mftlvern.] 

Cheltmham, 1826. 
Console yourself, my own dear love, (I steal yonr 
friend's expression), console yourself for the loss you have 
sustained. See, after all, bow really happy are many of 
those circumstances we mistake for misfortunes. Your 
alienation from your sister seems formerly to have given 
you much pain — n(nD that very fact makes your consola- 
tion. Your separation from your mother threw you into 
a situation, which, to say the least, was disadvantageous 
and unpleasant ; but had you gone with her to Paris, it is 
more than probable that we should never have met. Let 
me trust that the last event will not be the most unfortu- 
nate in your life. Your feelings are natural to your dispo- 
sition. I know so well what death is, that I can do justice 
to your grief, even though for a relation whom yon saw so 
little. AH other comforters than those of time and reflec- 
tion must seem to you commonplace, and I can offer you 
no consolation but the assurance that I feel to my heart 
whatever interests, grieves, or affects you. Believe, then, 
the sincerity of my sympathy. Your beautiful letters give 
mo a pleasure I cannot express ; but this you will conceive 
without my telling you. A very " King Cambyses," one 
from me you will have received before this. It was written 
under very feverish excitation ; do not let it give you any 
nncasiness. The next morning the fever had left me, my 
heart lost the painful and irregular motion which it felt 
before, and I was once more the sober and grave personage 
I am now. Do you find with me that one is never one's 
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self till the day is over ? I begin to h^ about midnight ; I 
am like nil the rest of the word before. 

'' Hilas I il vaunt mieuz ressembhr un peu plus au 
commun de$ hommes et avoir unpeu moitis de malheur/* 

But I have no " malbuer" now ; for your beauty sheds 
itself over all things. I am just setting off for Malvern, so 
let your next be directed there, and excuse the shoii;ness 
and dulness of this letter. Farewell, my dear Eosina. 
May you be blest and rewarded for loving one like me. 

" In the desert a fountain is springing. 
In the wide waste there still is a tree, 
A bird in ye solitude singing, 
Which spesiks my to my spirit of tlieo." 

E. L. BULWEB. 

S. p. The more I tiiink of it, the more it seems to me 
probable that your mother will hnve you with her. I 
think (judging from human nature in general) that I can 
foresee a great change in this individual case. I cannot 
say that this will give me all the pleasure it ought. How- 
ever, I must learn to be less selfish. My horses are at the 
door ; I hear my own pawing. Oh ! why, with your letter 
at my heart, do I feel so causelessly wretched and despond- 
ent as I do at this moment. 

XIV. 

To Miss R. Wheeleb, 4, Somerset Street. 

[Return from Malvern, to tell Sir John Doyle of their engagement. — 
Proposes to write to his mother, without whose consent it 
would be better to forget him.] 

I did not think you were still ill. Good God, how 
uneasy you have made me. Oh I if you could but know 
how I long to see you ! Directly I got your letter at Mal- 
vern, which I did not till Sunday, I resolved to stay there 
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• 
no longer. I determined to see you before yonr uncle came 
to town. I sent on my servant and luggage aud one of 
the horses. It rained iu torrents, and I waited till it was 
over^ which was not till past twelve at night. Fool that I 
was for my effemi nancy I If I had come through it, I 
might have seen you two duys before. I then rode to 
Cheltenham. Such a clear, beautiful night I How I 
thought of yon then ! Little did I think yru were ill and 
unhappy ! (But you are not, you shall not be either.) 
When I got to Cheltenham, after all, the coaches were 
full, and I, not prepared for such an occurrence (natural 
as it was), had not enough to pay for postc-horses. I was 
in a perfect fever till I found myself in the mail last night. 
And now — nor. to see you alone, but with Miss Spence. 
Yet see you I must. My dearest Rose, yoa cannot imagine ' 
vre can say all we have to say before any one else. I muBt 
see you alone ; yon cannot, I am sure yon cannot, refuse 
me this. As to your uncle, tell him if you choose ; at 
least, t/you find it gives you a moment's pain to conceal it. 
How can you, indeed, tell me it would make yon happier 
to do so, and yet ask me to consent ? But it will do us no 
other good ; I cannot see you there without my mothei*'s 
knowing it, and I am forced to concealtnenL . Then if she 
did discover it, it would destroy all the hope of her Appro- 
bation that I now venture to entertain. Perhaps, after all, 
I had better write to my mother and tell her everything. 
If she will consent at any future period, we will not 
repine ; and if she says not, then, upon my honor and soul, 
you had better learn to forget me. Much as I owe my 
mother, much as I might resolve not to act against her 
wishes, yet all obligation and resolution sink away before 
my love for you. But you cannot marry a beggar, nor can 
I see any hope of being otherwise without my mother's 
v^ishes and approbation. But enough of this now ; at 
present, 1 can only think of you. Dearest Bose, could you 
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fear any alteration in your person, conld you affect any in 
my lovet If you were to grow ugly* then ugliness as 
belonging to you would seem to me like beauty. I did not 
think this over, but your mind, your he^irt have accom- 
plished all which your person began. I know I feel how 
yainly my feelings are now seeking for expressions. Even 
ordinary language seems to fail me, but this is no time for 
words. Whatever may be our fate, whether separated or 
united, I shall never cease to adore you. I shall never 
cease to swear to you the same faith and devotion which I 
swear to you now. £. B. 

If my mother knows by any chance or through any 
quarter, that things have proceeded ns far as they have, 
then I repeat that there is not the least hope of ultimate 
consent. I am so very, very unhappy about your being ill I 
I have passed by your house twice to-day, but could not 
catch any glimpse of you. My mother has only just left 
town. What a relief 1 Do keep yourself well and happy. 
Every time you tell me you are not so, it seems as if / were 
the cause. Alas ! how often still, how bitterly at this pre- 
sent moment, I reproach myself for having ever linked one 
of your affections to me I Rosina ! On that word I have 
stopped to press the lips which are sacred to you now and 
forever. I shall leave this myself, in the certainty of see- 
ing, at least, y^ home where you live. 

XV. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Squiure. 

[Public DinDcr.] 

Your letter, my darling, has just been received, and 
kissed. You ask me to tell you what I have done since I 
saw you. Existing 1 — that is all. I dined yesterday at a 
sort of public dinner giren to a man whose character has 
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been yery unjustly slandered by those of his friends who 
are saflSciently silly not to forsake him for it ; bat rather 
show that whatever acquaintance they might form in private 
they are not ashamed to claim and assert in public. 
Directly even a common acquaintance becomes unfortunate, 
ho becomes at that moment a friend. I made haste back 
in order to get your letter. I was here a little before ten. 
I durst not ask if then) were any notes for me ; but I went 
up stairs so slowly, and I looked in all the comers of the 
room before I ventured to cast my eyes on the only one in 
which the letter would be placed — and then, Rose I — But I 
cau only thank you by * * * * * {marks of kisses). 
Adieu, my darling, I must leave you — my own, own, own 
flower, in whom the honey of all others is centered* 
Ever your wholly and only, 

E. L. B. 

Pray write as soon as yoa can, and say if youUl be 
at Miss Spence*s. Good-bye, my own, own, own Love 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * {marks of kisses). 

XVI. 

To M18S Wheeler, Somerset Street 

[Inconsistency of moral feeling.— A ring.— Ill at ease.] 

Sunday, 
I have sent for my horse and to Thomson's Hotel for 
any letters ; but I scarcely venture to hope for an answer 
to mine yet ; it would be too good in you to write so soon, 
especially after that paragraph in your letter which I now 
first, and above all things, reply to, never, my darling, 
never hurt 00 own health by getting up in the cold or sit- 
ting up late to write mc ; mnch as I long to hear from you 
I cannot bear the idea of occasioning yon sacrifices in every 
thing. Whenever yon can have an opportunity to write to 
mo without self roproaoh on the one hand, or self-inconveni- 
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eDce on tho other, tli$n remember that I have no pleasure 
in this doll life (when away from yon) but that which yonr 
letters afford. I have, howeyer, cost you too mnch already 
to wish to add to the sum; Perhaps I may recompense you 
hereafter, but in my endeavouring to repay I shall not 
cease to remember what my heart has owed to yours. I 
Ciin feel my poor Rose, for all the hnrailiation I have 
brouglit on you — perhaps I do not feel it much less acutely 
than yourself, made melauoholy by nature, and morose by 
y« habit of solitude, I can, as you know, easily find matter 
for gloomy reflections. Judge then, whether in a place 
where all things remind me of you, I am perfectly callous 
to remorae for the evils I have brought upon jou. I do not 
know whence arises that inconsistency of moral feeling 
which I think is peculiar to myself. I could commit any 
crime — any^ however great aixd crying — and my conscience 
would be silent ; but the smallest offence against those who 
have loved me wrings me afterwards to the very soul. 
There is not one cold word, one careless or negligent pecu- 
liarity of manner, which my vanity made me affect, or my 
own morbid disposition really occasioned towards you, 
which does not come home to me now. But enough of 
this, I know sufiSciently of myself to know that I can yet 
make you happy, and I wiJl 1 I cannot agree with you as 
to the inference yon would draw from what you imagined 
yon saw the other evening. I scarcely think an apparition 
would take the trouble of appearing merely to announce 
Lord Hastings' death. Pray tell me how Elizabeth is — I 
long to hear — for all your friends seem to me even more 
dear than my own. We have looked for tlie hare's paw, 
but in vain. We have however, discovered your knife, 
which I shall take care of for you. I know not why it is^ 
but I am oppressed to-day with a hot burning sensation, as 
if I had drunk fire. The ride will do mo good, and now, 
Bose, let me thank you for your ring ; I have kept that for 
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tlie last I woald rather it had been a plain gold ring^ like 
a wedding one, only thicker, as / have a particular super- 
stition with regard to a ring of that sort ; but this id quite 
beautiful, and its only fault is yours, t. 6., that of being too 
handsome. At this moment I am looking on it, so that 
I do not see how I am writing ; but it recalls you to me 
vividly . : if by a spell. I have kissed it, and fancied it 
was your lips, the only treasure in the world for which I 
would exchange it. I shsill leave this myself on my way 
out of town. When I return, I shall find out the best 
miniature painter, and we will have yours done. Forgive 
me if this letter is stupid. My heart is ill at ease. No 
matter I Perhaps in the justice which so mysteriously 
pervades all things, it saves yours from a pang. Adieu I 
in my distress or pain consider me as your genius, and call 
upon me— I will be with yon. While I live and have my 
being, not one of those dark hairs shall be injured. Never, 
Bose I Think more of what may happen to me. If all the 
world were set against me I could bear it, not from fortitude 
but indifference. If one finger were raised against you, I 
should lose the very spring and balance of my soul. Fare- 
well, take care of yourself, think of me, and know that in 
all your sufferings and self-reproach there is one, who, in 
spite of the caprice of his temper, the harshness of his 
manner, the darkness and quite of his nature, feels in each 
that wretchedness and remorse for you which, for himself, 
he has outlived. E. L. B. 

Write to me at Eneb worth, near Welwyn, where I shall 
be till Wednesday evening, for I shall wait for the poet that 
day. 
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XVII. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40^ Somerset Street. 
P?etulaDt and ill-humored from pecuniary embarrassments.] 

24, St. James's Square. 

My Dearest Rose and Darlingest Poodle, — Yon did not 
offend me, but yon hurt me. Ho\vever, we will not talk 
of that now, me is determined, if oo will let me, to do 
what me feels is right to oo. After that, if oo does not 
love me, and feels that me cannot make oo happy, why me 
will leave oo and try to live as I have lived, wretched and 
isolated, hut alone. But enough of this now. Me has 
every canse to be nnhappy, causes which me cannot detail 
to 00, but it is surely sufficient that me cannot find any- 
thing to maintain oo as me wishes to do ; and if oo knows, 
or can gness, how far pccnniary embarrassment harasses 
and wears any persons who have minds not wholly given 
up to pounds and pence, then oo can forgive me if me was 
petulant and ill-humonred this morning. 

Never mind now, mine angel, nui*se ooself well, don't 
fret, and me sail find in oo a source to supply all the 
thirst for happiness I ever had in my youngest and wildest 
moments ; only if me comes to oo with a sullen brow, and 
a sorrowful spirit, do not think it has any connection with 
oo, and any relation to oo. Me is harassed to death with 
a great bore here, and my wise brother Henry, so that me 
scarcely knows what me says, but me feels my heart belies 
me very much if me does not say to oo everything that's 
kind and fond and devoted. 

Oo Own Pupps. 
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xvm. 

To M188 Whbslbb^ SomefBet Street, Portmau Square. 

[Life of her Uode.— Orntoni, Engllfih and Irish. —Must meet once 
more. — A letter.] 

Ky Own Dear Kind Darling Loto aud Poodle. — It was 
not the flimplo fact of being tired which would have made 
me write to 00 do shortly laitt night ; bnt I had received a 
letter Wliioh disturbed me to a degree you may imagine 
When I show it to you, which will be when we can meet in 
private. It \A quite out of the question to enclose, or even 
to hitil at, all i<» contents now. In the meanwhile, I 
endive you a note from my lawyer about tlie annuity, 
which Would have doubled my income if I had obtained it, 
the loss of which we must replace, or we shall have noth- 
ing to procure a kenuel or anything else. I ought to send 
yon a long rodomontade mysterious letter received from 
Mr. Hervey. I am in a desperate r^ge with him for calling 
00, my own darling angel, " a girl,'^ it is a word sacred to 
me, for it is the third prettiest word in our language. 
Does my own Poodle and Bose know the other two ? 
Many thanks for the Parliamentary debates which I will 
read and return the first opi)ortnnity. I looked over your 
nude's honourable and estimable life last night. Zoo has 
the testimony of all England, to say nothing of Ireland, to 
make 00 proud of him. His speeches show much genius 
and imagination, though I own they are not my favourite 
style, which is coarse, yet fervid, an utter abandonment 
of all flower, and drawing itis ornaments solely from the 
newer aud clearer method of picturing ai-gunients. Of all 
English speakers I like Fox the best, and Ghatam next. 
Of all Irish ones, Oratton. Don't be uneasy about my 
cough, angel, it is quite gone away to-day, aud I am very 
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well. My own darlings darling angel, does oo think that 
I will not be by oo house at ten minutes after two precisely ? 
Ah I zoo knows nothing about me if oo thinks me is not 
burning with the desire to see oo. And now in answer to 
what 00 says about meeting me. I know full well your 
generous and noble nature, and it is that knowledge which 
makes me so reluctant to impose upon it and to express 
any selfish feelings ; but if eyer the most perfect confidence, 
the most yeneratiHg esteeme, no less than the passion which 
feeds und preys upon my yery. soul, can compensate for all 
oo endure for me, oo shall see whether oo does not get 
them in exchange, when I have showed you the letter I 
speak of, this may perhaps shew oo that lam not so wholly 
forgetful of 00 divine and angel nature as oo seems to 
think, if I ever say, I can ever love or esteem oo less. 
But my own angel, we must meet once more, and since it 
is not more, but rather less dangerous, why should we not 
avail ourselves of all that dear meeting can afford ? Ah I 
if you could see how my hand trembles, and my cheek 
burns even to think of such transport ! Do tell me when 
we arO' to meet I I should say before Miss Landon's pai*ty 
— to-morrow or Tuesday; but if oo like, after, I will sub- 
mit. My servant waits, and I am eager that oo should 
have this to assure oo that I am well, that 1 shall be in 
Somerset Street ten minutes after two, and that I adore 
you to an excess that is literally painful. 

Zoo OwK Puppy. 
I can't get in the lawyer's letter, and as it only says I 
can't get the annuity, it does not so much nuitter. Pray 
send me Elizabeth's letter if it praises oo, it will be like 
looking in the glass (which oo knows me likes), and seeing 
my thoughts reflected« • 
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XIX. 

[Disgusted with other women compared with her.] 

My Darling, Darling Love and Poodle, — ^The more I 
think of you, the more I love you ; I doat upon you even 
to madness. Your beauty, so singularly perfect ; your 
kind, noble warm heai*t ; your temper, so feeling, yet so 
subdued ; your generous and devoted love, which my 
unworthiness, not my reason, ever questions, all impress 
themselves upon my mind, the deeper in proportion to the 
consideration they receive. I see other women, I turn 
* from them wearied and disgusted, because I compare them 
with yon — all that this world ofFers only seems to me 
weary, stale and unprofitable, compared with one i^ecoUec- 
tion of you. I love you so entirely, that nothing which 
once gave mo any pleasure can do so any longer. You 
have made me so happy, that all other sources of happiness 
seem at best, gloom and insipidity, to the remembrance of 
your love. Well, darling, I turn from this, but with 
reluctance, and as I would tear myself from 00 in the 
\eni of letter torn off.] 

XX. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
[Slight attack of fever.] 

My Most Adored Poodle, — Me is better, much better, 
this evening. It is only a slight attack of fever, which a 
day or two will remove. Me has been only consoled by not 
seeing 00, by the feeling of my unfitness for it. When me 
is ill me longs to be in a desert. 

Me must not, my own angel, think of 00 and my loss 
too much, or my pulse will indeed gallop ; and so for a 
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Baliue draught. Me will turn to Hiss Spence. Was she 
not fearfully vexed at Ltidy Caroline's shameful secession \ 
I thought the good lady would drop. 

Me does so long for oo letter it will be the true restora- 
tive. How is oo ? Poor Lady* has been very attentive to 
me. God bless eo, my darling! Let your imagination 
shape the most wild and unbounded' chimeras of love, and 
then 00 will see Puppy. 

E. L. B. 

XXL 

To Miss Whbblbb, ^; Someivet Street. 

[She overrates his oharacter.^Hypochondria.]. ' < 

Friday Night. 
It is only, my dearest love^, when yau are away from me 
that you shall be unhappy on my acconnti. I wish to God 
I had it in my power topreiBerve you from ail uneasiness^ 
and (to adopt to a different sense your own bcauti&il lincs)y 
it it is your fate to have '^a mingled dower of smiles and 
teaie/' to guar^l you at least from '* the grief of moments/' 
and ensure to you '^ the bliss of years f but tliat time mil 
come Rose ; and after all, we should not love each other so 
dearly if there was nothing to prevent us from doing so. 
My dear^ dear love, I do notdeserve your kindness — indeed 
I do not. You overrate my character greatly — how greatly 
I trust you may never know ; but if I were all that you 
seem to fancy me,, how nuwortliy t should still be of 
your love 1 I wish you were with me now dfearest. I am 
BO touched by your expressions of anxiety, that I am quite 
in despair at my inability to tharnk you< by words — these are 
the best ^* circulating mediums" of tlie heart. Let these 
pay you in some degree for your dear, dear letter — there I 

•A dog 
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[tnarhi 4jf Aisles.] TXe, deai^est I -I will not ibove jou mth 
leeliDgB wibioh are melmtoboly rather ttom hahit than 
from canse. I can have bo oause :wbile 700 love me, bat at 
moments when your bright emile is uot ti^poo mej what 
wonder that I jrelapse iirto old r^ooUectioiM? — and wheu I 
think, dearest tbat .we are not yet united^ and that so many 
obstacles are before nsj wJiat wonder that the f ature takej 
something of a gloom and wjetohedness of the past ? AM 
fresh and bnoyant feelings ace dned np within -me. I have 
not the apm^ and .confidenoe of hope ; and I Jiaore .the 
jrestlesaness of thought without its jesoareeiii .ttnd the {fever 
of ambition without its object. 

I am more pleased with the tale I am ^writing than it 
deserves, because it embodies mnoh of that refleotion and 
philosophy peculiar io myselt No future occurrences can 
ever whoUy ^rase Irom the mind the impression of one 
great affliction in youth. ''The wound may heal«'^said 
Sosseau, '^^ut the scar r«Qiiain&^' 

But I said my own dear and sweet Bose, that I would 
not infect you with my hypochondria, and yet I am so wiUiqg 
to share ever^hii^ with you« that you see I begin already 
to jSnd .a difficulty in ikeepiog my promise I one thing J 
know, iihat id. your hand were in mine, or if my lip touched 
ypurs, I should have no^loom, no socrow^ no forebodiogs 
for the future, ino regret for the past. Z should be only 
aliTe to one sweet :and:pa88ionate.delkium^ and that should 
be the present. 

You will Aot, my adored friend, have cause to scold me 
for delay in writing again. The fault was always in the 
messengers ; but I am going to baye the character of a 
servant to-'morrow, who shall be our express post. I can- 
not express to you how grieved I am that you did not 
receive my letter before. 

Pray, darling, do not make yourseH uneasy aibout me ; 
it is so sweet to be the object of your anxiety that I .am 
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half relnctant to tell yon that I am much better. The 
pain in my heart has been routed and put to flight by my 
most high and mighty Bose Begina ; and if it were not for 
the thoaghts of yoa and my beantifal Ioto, some anticipa- 
tion of tiie first of December, for which you must forgi?e 
me, — if it were not for these, I make no doubt that I 
should sleep well to-night, and wake to-morrow ready to be 
"in every flight thine own true knight/* 

And did I miss seeing you yesterday? Were you so 
near me — only few yards distant, and I not know it ? Ob, 
my treacherous heart, for not instinctively /(wKn^ that you 
were by I 

God bless you, my kind and most dear love, and grant 
it may be in my power to thank you for your affection with 
my life ! I am quite loath to leave off, and yet I know, as 
it is getting late, you would be angry if I did not. But 
oh I one word more, and that is to thank you with and from 
my very heart of hearts for going to Abemethy. I am so 
truly grateful for it. I intend us, dearest, to live to a great 
age, and to keep always young by our love, that real elixir 
of life. Well, good night I I am not going to part with you, 
for I am going to see you in my dreams. E. L. 6. 

Saturday morning.f^I am better, much better this 
morning. I did see you last night, and I kissed those 
beautiful Bose leaves till our lips grew together ; and then 
they tried to part us, but they could not ; and the scene 
changed, and we were by a bright, bright sea, and all alone. 
Biddle my riddle, love. You have looked on this day with 
one of your best looks, and lo, it smiles I Once more good- 
bye, Bose, my dear, kind beautiful Bose— all, all yours, 
you will get this, I hope, before you go to Miss Spencers.* 

* This letter is endorsed by Lady Lytton thus >-" Alas I alas 1 I 
did indeed overrate bis character greatly, to think that one so hollow, 
false, and vicious bad one redeeming point.— Be-read August 19tb, 
1851/' 
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XXIL 

To M188 Whebleb^ 40, Somerset Street 

puke of Hamilton.] 

Very well, Miss Bosina ! find fault with my letters. 
'* Too pretty,^ forsooth ! When your own conscience tells 
yon that I never wrote you a pretty word in my life. My 
letters are as ngly and as stupid as Mr. O^Ncil. You 
remember the elegant proverbialism, of the inutility of 
carrying coals to Newcastle, and with that English adage 
before my eyes how do you think I could be so foolish as to 
send prettiness to you ! Fie, Bose I I thought yon knew 
my character better than to suppose I should take so super- 
fluous a trouble. But this is not the only charge you have 
brought against my epistolary communications. ''I am 
too much addicted to writing two sheets and an envelope." 
Very flattering to make that a crime I Howerer, it is easi- 
ly altered. As for the omission of the parentheses, here is 
one which I intend to be a particularly clear, explanatory, 
satisfactory parenthesis to elucidate all others yet given and 
make up for all not yet given — fe vend — (youth — life — 
nerve — heart — soul), observe, dearest, all the treasures 
expressed and included in that simple token which none 
but«« can wholly appreciate and understand. Four times 
have I passed by your house to-day, but like Cardinal Bean- 
fort, "you made no sign." I suppose you were at your 
mother's. Do tell me her number in Manchester Street. 
It is very odd how love reconciles contradictions. I have, 
in those four times of passing and repassing, taken No. 40, 
Somerset Street, in my way to Bond Street, to Waterloo 
Place, to Portland Place, and in my way home from the 
city to Oavendish Square. Who but me would have found 
ihixi the shortest and indeed the only road to and from all 
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parts of lioudon ? I had a note from Lady Caroline to-day. 
In a P. S. she says : " Do you ever see Miss Wheeler or 
Hiss Spenoe ? Tell them^ if you do, that I quite pine for 
their society/' She also says she shall not Jeaye till the 
14th. How then will she be at Miss Spence's ? 

I met that very dake of very dukes^ His Orace of 
Hamilton, toniny, as courteously great as ever. I told him 
that I had at last found some one as beautifnl as the duch- 
ess^ and he said so prettily : '' Then I shall soon have to 
wish you joy, and not from commonplace but sincerity.'* 

Pray, St. James' Palace, and ye two sentries who guard 
it, ye who witnessed onr short conversation, did I, at that 
speech — did I, or did I not ? — ^look foolish ? At this 
instant (I love letting people know what I am about) I am 
listening to the cracking of walnuts with my right ear, and 
to that beautiful chorus in Der Freisehuiz (played under 
the window) with my left. Villiers is reading by a very 
deepy English-looking Qre> and a small black terrier is 
scraping acquaintance with me through the medium of a 
detestably hard biscuit. I love dogs, if it were only for 
Bijou's sake ; had it not been for him, should we be so silly 
now ? Ah, Mavourneen, how pretty you were that night I 
I did not intend to give you more than one sheet and 
envelope to-night, but sec, how yon have deooyed me! 
Oh I a thousand thanks for the volume of Byron. I will 
mark my favorite passages with a pencil, happy and too 
proud to see how many agree with yours. You are very 
wrong to try and make me so vain by your panegyrics ; 
your love has turned my bead 8o that your praise may turn 
it quite round again ; and then it will be in the same place 
as it was before, i. e., before you loved mo, a consummation 
1 by no means devoutly wish for. Do you, my pretty 
philosopher and puffer ? I shall write to-morrow, when I 
have received Murray^s answer, which I know be unfavor<- 
able. I don't even think he will look over the MS. 
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Ooed-bye-^h that diTtne drinkiiig song in Der Frei- 
soh&U ia juat beigun**! intend to learn music ii«ct week), 
good-bye, A17 dearest girl, my own Bose, and my only Ioto. 
Pray, pray, pray ^oome to see me in my dream& Oh, Rose, 
I do, DO, DO loira yon so I Adieu 1 

Ever yomn, from and with all my heart, 

£. I/rnoK BuLirvB. 

ffulf-jHut B o'ehek 

XXIII. 

To Miss B. T>. Wheslba. 

[His DEture, hatred and Uttemess— heir's, love tmd ^lendeoMBB.] 

My own Darling, Angel, Poodle, — ^Though me is going 
to write a line, yet me will write that one, to say how me 
does love and adore and doat on 00, for 00 is snch a dear, 
dear girl that the more me think of oo the more me does 
worship 00 ; and however silly 00 may be (or think ooself) 
about me, me is ten million times more so about 00, for 00 
nature is love and tenderness, and kind and warm and 
generous leeling ; and my nature, is ha1»ed and brttemess, 
and selfishness, and therefore to love is a greater merit and 
miracle in me than in 00. Good-bye, my own dearest, 
dearest Poodle, whom I do love and wonthip abore all 
power, pessicm, or oomprehensioB. Pufpt. 

XXIV. 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[His only hope and comforter.] 

My Dearest Love And Angel, — Me is Tery, very 
wretched, that 00 is in pain. For heaven's sake take care 
of ooself ; me knows very well that me was in the wrong if 
me gave 00 any uneasiness ; but for Qod^s sake, my own 
dear, kind love, 4o not wring my heart eo by deqponding. 
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when me should be supremely happy, if oo found all things 
bright ; and oh, my own darling Rose, my only hope and 
comforter, and olive branch, in this dark cold, bitter world, 
do remember how necessary, how vital yon ave to my ezist- 
CDce, and nurse yourself till I can wreathe my arms round 
yon and find you Home-Shelter, however rugged, in a heart 
wbioli has never — no, not for one moment — meditated 
unkindness or ingratitude to you. I write in great haste, 
as I am not alone. Forgive me if I do not say all I feel in 
answer to your note. 

Farewell, my Poodle I God bless you, alid under all 
change and circumstances repay you for the happiness your 
love has given me. 

Puppy, 
XXV. 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[A cold.— Convinced of Murray's Answer.] 

My Dearest Love. — I was very unwell last night or 
would have written you. It is, you will allow, better not 
to write at all, than to conunnnicate something unpleasant 
I am better this morning, and I hope soon to be quite 
recovered. I would send yon, love, the verses you ask for; 
but they are not yet made, and I would make them if I did 
not feel so particularly stupid. I did not think a cold was 
so great an obf uscation of the interlect. I am sure that 
Napoleon never planned stratagems or slaughters (observe 
the alliteration), under the influence of a rheumal or 
catarrhic disorder, and I believe that I once heard his great 
rival, Mr. Brnmmel, was never visible during any of those 
ordinary English distempers. As for mo, I find a cold so 
productiye of heat (or rather, Bose, is not the recollection 
of you the cause of the fever ?) that I expect, if my Caloric 
goes on increasing, gradually to melt into vapour ; so dear- 
est, if you see anything of a fog banging about No. 40, 
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Somerset StTeet, you will be able to recognize the vaporized 
Temains of your nnfortanate Adorer. I found yonr glove, 
Bose what a pity tournaments no longer exist I Think, 
most peerless and sunlike damsel, what a short road thy 
own tme knight would hare found to fame who the highest 
glory was to be the most faithful Champion of the most 
beautiful lady. Have you seen the Morning HerM for 
to-day P There is an excellent squib therein called the 
Ghost of Miltiades. Talking of Miltiades, the alliteration 
puts me in mind of MuMiy. I intend to call on him to- 
day ; and yet I am so fully conyinced of his answer, that I 
feel quite indolent about the matter. I had the satisfaction 
of being reminded of you by that hair — ^yon recollect it. 
How singularly beautiful your*s is, by-the-bye 1 Apro- 
pos of Beauty, the initial letter reminds me of Miss Benger. 
I want to call there. Can I not call there some day wh^n 
you do ? Let me know. You must forgive my leaving off 
now. God bless you, my own, own, dear, dearest love. 
Ever and Wholly, and only yours, 

E. L.B. 

XXVI. 

To Mms Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 
[The mendicant who had Just buried her children.] 

WeUf my love, is it well t Are you free f ^m pain ? Is 
your beautiful face quite recovered? In short, are you 
everything I wish as much as everything I admire ? In 
truth, that is rather a comprehensive question, and one 
which your modesty will perhaps decline answering ; so it 
ahall be left in the shape of a riddle to be solved after 
marriage. Diary of a lover, — imprimis — woke about eight 
o'clock— put my cap on one side, and said, '^Boee/' Felt 
the pillow^mbraced— no^Af »9, and sighed ; turned round 
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and xneditatod on dork hair and white boeoma till nine, 
when a gentle tap was heard at the dootr, and a smalli not 
too slender girl entered. Flaxen hair^ bine eyeSj dark 
lashes^ small teeth, lull lipc^ and a pretty coloiir, that went 
and came like a sigh. '' She is very pretty,^' said I to myself. 
** Not at all r' said myself to I, '' for she is not Rose." 
'' Tme,'' said I ; and thereupon I turned on tl^e other side. 
No socmer had the damsel deyparted, than I begim to make 
a great stir — sure token <tf approaching determination. In 
the next moment oiie leg was solemnly iparched f orthj and 
the other, emulating its progress, followed it with due 
rapidity. Had Rose been here, thought the head which the 
said legs supported, I might not have movsed with such celer- 
ity. Troe, King Agrippa thought another ihought in that 
wise head. There was then a long pause by the fire. My serv- 
ant entered, and the work of dressing commenced. No 
sooner was the blue dressing-gown of Mortimerian notori- 
ety inducted, than a waiter, whom I have particularly 
ordered to attend me, because— freshing sight — he is 
thinner than myself, opened the door. ''The bath is 
ready, sir ;'' and to the bath I went. There I lay musing 
over a little dog called ''Poodle ''for half an hour, and 
was then rubbed dry and conducted back to my sitling- 
room. While I was discussing my solitary roll (by-the-bye, 
there were some Miss Bolls at Brighton, who had been at 
Paris, and whom people called ^'French Bolls ''), my serv- 
ant informed me that my brotiher was much worse. • . • 
I had juat ordered my horse to be in readiness at twelve to 
go to Knebworth, and had set my hand <m a certain letter 
— a fac 9im%le of which is generally found on my table*-- 
'^ breathing of sweet sonth," when the news greeted me. I 
ran hastily over the letter, thrust it into my bosom, and 
went up to Henry. I found him very low-spirited, and 



vishiog «ne to stay with bi m »U daj. This I coold not, of 
GOTUse, refuse to do ; ao I unopdefed the prep^urations for 
my departure, and stayed with hljm till the doaeness of the 
room made me even worse than himself. So, finding he 
was inclined to sleep, I sent for my horse, and about throe 
o'clock I trotted off on the St. Chans' n>ad. As I got ont 
of London, and its eteroal pnrliens of Paradise Bows and 
Mount Pleasants, I felt the free air come over me, pure 
and fresh, like the kisses I lore the most ; so as everything 
beautiful and welcome reminds me of yon, I began to 
dream over first one charm and then another, till I had 
fairly thought yon all over. I rode on till the day grew 
darker, and then turned back, as all worldly people do turn 
back, when the course they were pursuing seems one beam 
less bright 

** Pray, sir, for Ood's sake,** .said an old woman in a 
mendicant attitude, ''lam in SQch distress; I have just 
buried my children.** " You are too happy,'' said I, with 
a congratulatory air, and trotted onward& 

When I got to town, I found I had still an hour to 
dinner, and knowing that Henry would not want me till 
then ; I went down to my dub. There I tossed over the 
papers, and saw nothing worth noticing, except that a 
Colonel Darling was married. Any relation to you, love ? 
By the time I arrived home, Henry was a great deal 
better, and I now take the advantage of his bdng consoled 
with brighter companions to write this to you. 

I hope, my own, own lovei, that you are quite, quite 
welL I send you 1,000,000 kisses. Is oo not too pretty, 
and does me not love oo too much f Answer me, my 
beauty. How is oo looking P Me lo^s to know how every 
ringlet is disposed, whether yon are smiling or sighing, 
whether your beautiful neck is bare, whether you have on 
that pretty handkerchief ; in diort, me would like to know 
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eycry single particular about oo, my own darling, the same 
silly, doting, adoring Pnppy till death. I would write 
more, but am suddenly called to Henry. 

XXVII. 

To Miss Whiscleb, 40, Somerset Street 
[Cockbum.— Relations.] 
My Darling, Darling, Darling Angel, — ^I have been 
writing all the day, and have only been able to get through 
sixty pages. Perhaps I may do more before I go to bed ; 
but I am tired and mindful of oo advice to take care of 
myself, because I am anxioas oo should follow mine, and 
take care of oo self. What a wretched day this has been ! 
Cockbarn has been here to dinner. How oo will like him 
by-and-byol Such warm-breathing kindness of heart! 
Bat after all, nothing is lovable but oo ; and oo is made ail 
up of love, and kisses and fragrance and sweet wishes, etc. 
Ah I Poodle, mine, we must not linger over this, because 
it gets very late, and oo is anxious to have this, is oo not, 
my darling ? Oh I Zoo booty, zoo dear, dear love I Me 
likes all oo relations very much ; me wishes oo could say so 
of mine, but oo will when oo knows 'em. How is oo 
pretty darling face P And will oo have that pretty hand- 
kerchief round oo beautiful face, like a cloud round the 
evening star ? Ood bless oo, my dear, dear love ; sleep 
well, and dream of oo Puppy. 

XXVIII. 

To Miss Whseleb^ 40, Somerset Street. 

[Betting off with Cockburn.] 

My Dearest Angel — Love, — ^Me has been out all day, 

me sets off to-morrow with Oockbum. Then, Poodle, are 

two truths plainly and concisely stated. Now for a third. 

Me loves and adores and doates on oo. Me thinks oo the 
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greatest darling that eycr existed, or can exist, and me 
intends to love 00 with all my heart and soul idl my life. 
Me now is going oat, not being in the best spirits in the 
world, and not haying 00 near me to console me. Yet, in 
spite of all things, I feel one rapturoas barning intense 
hope, which consoles and supports me through all. Need 
me tell 00 what that is ? Zoo beauty I Zoo darling I oh I 
how, how, how me does lore and doat on 00 I Keep well, 
my own poodle ; sleep well and dream of 00 own Puppy, 
who$e own 00 will shortly be. Poodle, me's in love with 00 
nice, fine, good uncle. Is 00 jealous ? He is the nicest 
person that ever was, is, or ever can be. 

(Signed) Puppy. 

XXIX. 

To Miss B. Wheeler, At the Honorable Wm. Lamb's, 
Brocket Hall, Herts. 

[Spoken to his mother about "my marriage."— Plans for the 
future.— Power and reputation.— Literature and politics.— 
This servile and aristocratic country.— Bay a seat in the House 
of CommoDs. — Hia talent for public speaking. — ^Diffidence of 
literary succeas. —Another secret power more valuable than any 
other.] 

Sept. 6th, 1826. 
In my way to town yesterday, I met my mother, and 
returned to Enebworth with her, but before four o'clock 
this morning I rode up here, in the eager expeclbation of 
your letter. I went at once to my club. Imagine my joy 
when I recognized your handwriting. I put the letter 
next my heart ; I would not open it till I found myself 
alone. And now, how shall I answer it ? How shall I 
express the mingled and indescribable feelings with which 
I read and treasured in my heart -every line and word 
which had been traced by you. The confidence yon place 
in me yon shall never repent ; and though you will not 
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speak to me too sanguindy of the future^ yet I oheriah as 
the most precious of my hopes that of lendering it to yoa 
a recompeose for whatever you have suffered in the past 
I speak to you my adored friend, from my soul when I 
assure you that all the prospects, pnrsuita, aspirations of 
which yoa tell me, would not equal in my mind the wm 
privilege of making you happy, and that the scb^nes 
which I shall in the course of this letter detail to you, 
could present me nothing to replace the loss of the one for 
whom I have formed them, and who could alone give its 
TaJue to success. I have spoken to my mother in general 
terms of any marriage I may subsequently form, and I 
have this answer : " Distinguish yourself, and I will ask 
from you no consequence reflected from your wife. When 
you have succeeded in public life, I promise yon that 
money alone shall never make me withdraw my consent to 
your marriage." Now tell me, Bosina, if I have not eveij 
reason to be sanguine, with the single exception of money, 
could I find any person who could satisfy like you the 
warmest expectations even of a mother P You are the only 
person now living whom I feel proud of loving, 1 feel 
that I enoble myself in doing homage to you. You say in 
your first letter that you will lose in the world by a com- 
parison with other women. Show me any other who com- 
hines your personal and mental atti*actions, and I will 
consent to lo^e you no longer. Till then, can yon wonder 
at my impudence t Now, then, I wiU speak to you myself, 
and of the plans I have laid down. Whatever in future I 
design, I shall submit to your approbation and advice. 
Henceforth, in my eyes, we shall have but one interest 

There are two sorts of distinction to be gained— power 
and reputation, Mr. Canning, for instance, has the 
former ; Mr. Moore, the latter. In naming these persons 
you will see at once that reputation is obtained {in the 
highest degree) by exertion in literature, and power almost 
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^lely by deirotion to politics. Now it is our object to 
ohteia power rather than reputation; tbe latter gratifies 
vanity f not pride; it gives Mat, bnt no real importance. 
In this servile and aristocratic country we musfc make to 
ourselyes a more independent and commanding rank. For 
myself I should not care a straw about the fame of string- 
ing couplets and making books ; and for yoa^ for whom 
alone I covet distinction^ I would wish to find a station 
and a destiny more worthy of your oluims to admiration, 
liiterary honors are not, therefore, so desirable as political 
rank ; but they must not for that reason be despised ; they 
are the great stepping-stones to our more ultimate object. 
Togetj7o«^er I must be in the House of Commons. To 
obtain my seat there, I must pay a certain sum of money — 
I find either a large sum at once, or a proportionate sum a 
year. The former is too precarious. Parliament may be 
dissolved the next day, and my mother would only assist 
me once in the purcbase. It remains, therefore, to pay 
the annual sum. This is a diflScult proceeding ; not d^ne 
without some interest, because, though oounived at, it is 
illegal. 

I find, however, that it can be doAe through the 
ministry for £1,100 a year ; and directly I can raise that 
sum I can enter the House. My mother will pay £600 a 
year only^^the remaining £500 I must, therefore, make 
up myself. I can spare nothing from my present income, 
and this deficiency 1 therefore hope to supply by writing. 
The age is luckily generous to authors. Qrattan, who 
vrrote *^ Hij^hwaye and Byeways" makes £1^000 a year. 
I do not think I arrogate too much when I lay claim to the 
half of his literary abilities. I shall therefore, directly the 
winter begins, commence regular author. Fancy me in 
** foolscap livery/' etcl If my works succeed, in. the 
course of the winter, I expect before the end of thai same 
Spring to be in the House. Then I consider the road defur. 
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If I bare any ability less inconsiderable than another, any 
one of which I have devoted the most time, labour, 
thought, patience, any one in which I surmounted the dis- 
advantages of nature^ and acquired the powers of art, it is 
the talent of public speaking. For three years I practised 
it constantly, for the greatest part of that time with the 
most wretched success. Never was there anything truer 
than Cicero's observation, that if the poet is bom the orator 
is made ; but I did succeed at last, and with such a success 
as to justify my most sanguine expectations. If by the 
money earned in literary exertion I can get into the House, 
the reputation which must necessarily go with the money 
will very materially shorten and facilitate the road to our 
wishes, but I will own that I am very^ very diffident of 
literary success. That is the great and first step, and I will 
not disguise from you that it is by far the most arduous. 
But fortune never deserted the resolute — ^to dare to win. 
There is another power I possess, still more valuable then 
the art of siieaking, still more valuable than any ability or 
talent I could possibly derive from nature; this mi»keB 
almost sure my success in the House, and of its nature I will 
toll you in another letter. It is a great and important 
secret, which no one has yet known, and the value of which 
your mind will perceive in an instant. It will show you 
still further the more hidden recesses of my powers, such as 
they may be I and — ^bnt enough of this for the present. I 
have already bored you too much. 

With what softness of heart I turn from these worldly 
visions, only dear to me as connected with you, and dwell 
only upon your remembrance. Oh I that I could express a 
tenth part of the love which I bear for you, which has 
penetrated as it were into my very existence, and constitutes 
the divinest and most sacred portion of my soul. Write to 
me, I beseech you; every word I receive from you 
strengthens my resolntions ; your image is indeed to me 
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like a oonflolatlon and a guide ; it redeems me from the 
past^ it smiles to me from the fatnre ; it sheds a new light 
oTer ezistencOy and breathes into my spirit a new capacity 
for enjoying it. My plans for the moment are not yet 
decided ; before I leave London for good I shall come for 
an honr or two to Brocket to see yon. Adiea, my dearest 
friend. 

I am yours /rom and with all my soul. 
AthensBum. E. Ltttok Bulwbb. 

XXX. 

To MiBS BosiHA Wheeler, At the.Hon'ble W. Lamb% 
Brocket Hall, Welwyn, Herts. 

[Her attachment ardently returned bnt HI repaid.— RemorBe.— Sub- 
ject to disease in the heart.— Utterly Incurable. --A retreat from 
the censure of pnides.— Gloom and despondency. — Passion.— 
Danger. — Alone upon the world again.— Farewell for ever.] 

Wednesday, Sept. ISthy 1826. 
I am detained in town a day or two longer than I had 
expected. Hy direction will be at the Post Office^ Chelten- 
ham ; but I ought not to wish to hear from you, and I sit 
down to write under the full impression that your happi- 
ness requires that this should be the last of our correspond- 
ence. Neyer for a moment, since that last evening I saw 
you, have I ceased to reproach myself. Never once have I 
ceased to recall those tears, every one of wbicdi went to my 
very heart. I sat by yon almost in silence. I could scarcely 
attempt to console you. What was my conviction at that 
moment ? That in desiring your happiness I had only 
prepared your misery, I became fully aware of the feelings 
I had not even analyzed before. The sickness of hope 
deferred, the weariness of pursuits which the heart loathed 
while the head conceived, the labour of years and waste of 
youth in the occupations which should belong only to age. 
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doubt and .unoertaiut; at the best, the probability of disap- 
pointmeut, the possibility of trcaohery ; to all these I had 
looked forward as myM&y and all these I lelt:that I oould 
bear. But I .had not reflected on the lot I was preparing for 
you. I did not remember that the best and most beautiful 
years of your life might possibly pass away in the vain expec- 
tation of an uncertain future ; that you would have the 
anxiety, the fear, the separation — ^but not the union — the 
consolation, the enjoyment of love. I did not reoiember that 
I was wasting the affections which you might have bestowed 
freely and happily on another^ and that if at lost our hopes 
should bo destroyed, and our separation rendered final, that 
I should have embittered your youth without finding a 
recompense for your later years, your attachment to me 
{returiMd indeed how ardently, but repaid how ill) would 
have {prevented your forming ties under auguries more 
auspicious, years not to be recalled would have been dark- 
ened, and opportunities of happiness and independence 
suffered to escape whioh it would be no longer in the 
obances of the future to renew. All this, if you link your 
fate with mine, you must have the miseiy to fear ; all this 
is possible you may suffer, and /ought to shield you from 
the smallest evil, I shall have the eternal remorse of being 
the cause and the origin of alL There is yet another unoer«- 
tainty which you have not foreseen, and which, from the 
wish to avoid the vanity of creating an undue and fictitious 
interest in yoor mind, I should not mention if I did not 
feel that I owe it to you no longer to conceal it It is twy, 
very possible that I may die before I could obtain the 
object for which we.ai*e to wait. I am subject to a dkease 
in the heart, which, though precarious as to the time of its 
ultimate effect, is utterly incurable, and may terminate 
suddenly at no very distant period. What then would be 
your reflection^ and what youar reward for a constancy and 
demotion whioh «ven mj life ooold not have xepaid, and 
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which, if fiesfcawed on another, wonld har« ensnred 70a 
long yours of nnclondod^ happiness ? 

^If lov>e be an episode in men's lives, it makes indeed 
tlie whole history of a woman's/' all her aflections, hopes 
desires, all the treasures of her nature are hoarded there. 
And Oieroy where you gamer up your heart, let it not be 
through me if you meet with disappointment and despair. 
Had fortnne been more kind to either of us, the customs of 
the world would not have prevented our union. Had she 
been less so, we might have dispensed with tlie customs 
themselves; and have found in our owu hearts a retreat 
IVom the censure of the prudes we had offended; As it is, 
oh ! Rosina, I dare not look to the future* any longer t 
Formerly I regawied it only for myself, and I smiled at 
every evil' f oould foresee. Our last meeting has awakened 
me from selfishness to reflection. I now look to the here- 
after, and I tremble at the prospect, because I look no 
longer for myself, but for you* Separate yourself from me 
before it be too late, and your afEection has not yet become 
more powerful than your reason. Many bright years may 
be in store for you, but not with me. I know from the 
gloom and despondency which have become to mo a second 
nature, I know that I am fated to be wretched ; avoid* me, 
shun mo, and be happy I Oh I Bosina, in those moments 
too dear for words, when I could not express feeling even 
by a murmur, when your hand was in mine, when I felt you 
breathe upon my clieek, when I pressed my lips to yours, 
can you think those moments were not accompanied with 
daoger ? Can you think that I love you only with the ten- 
derness, and not also with the passion of love ? Can you 
think in those moments that even to touch did not light a 
very fire within my soul, and that I would not have perished 
a thousand times to have felt for one instant that you were 
all my own P How, in spite of the dictates of our love, and 
the temptations of your beauty, how could we remain for 
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months, perhaps for years, under the feeling that that loye 
was not perfected, and that those years were unenjoyed ? 
My own — ^you. are yet, though for on instant, my own— my 
adored Bosina, I repeat it, divorce yourself from my 
destiny, forsake me aud be happy. Save yourself from a 
love from which you yourself only anticipate disappoiut- 
ment and regret, and where the very passion that can alone 
afford us the strength to hope may only end in your despair* 
I write incoherently, for I reason against myself ; but you 
will understand and appreciate what I woald express. lam 
alone, alone upou the world again I All seems darkened 
before me, and my heart seems to break when it tears itself 
from its latest tie, and feels that in bidding you farewell^ 
your own happiness demands it %hmld be forever » 

E. L. BuLWifiii. 

XXXL 

Miss Bosiita Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Square, London. 

[Restless irritability.— Visions of ambitioD.— Firm possession of 
resources which no other in this country can command. — Deadly 
pulsation of heart— Death.— Bittemcsss of thought.— Penetrated 
the hidden recesses of truth.— No hope in the future.] 

Cheltenham, Sept. 17th, 1826. 

Friday night. 
It is past two ! I have been answering foreign letters 
of much importance, the consideration of which, as they 
turn on one of the most intricate political questions, has 
occupied and excited me into a restless and feverish irri- 
tability. I turn from these to the sweet and soothing 
recollection of you. It is since I have derived from our 
attachment some object in awaking them that I have been 
more sensible and confident of whatever powers I possess. 
I have given myself up more deeply to their analysis and 
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more seriously to their exertion* I have looked unshrink- 
ingly on the resources I command^ I liave indulged and 
revelled in the visions of an ambition I disregarded before. 
I have gone^ when (as now) in the loneliness and stillness 
of nighty from step to step, till I have stood at a hight 
wbichy liowever idle such reveries may seem, I do not con-^ 
sidor even in my calmer moments too di£ScuIt either to 
attain or secure. Like Gastruccio Gastrucani, I have 
stretched my hands to the east and the west, in the eager- 
ness and daring of a spirit which success cannot satisfy nor 
failure dismay ; but, however extended might be the vistas 
I have drawn, I have closed tbem each with your image, 
and repose on your remembrance at last. Vanity of 
vanities ! Even now in this foolish confidence fulness of my 
pride, in the firm possession of resources which no other in 
my country can command, with everything to justify my 
conviction of attaining those objects for which others fritter 
away life, and honour, and happiness in vain, even now I 
stop to listen to the deadly pulsation of my heart, each of 
those heavy and feverish throbs comes upon me like a knell, 
fraught with the sense and certainty and warning of death. 
This is only felt in moments like these of an over wrought 
excitation. 

Whenever I become restless and agitated for the future, 
this proof of the idleness of all human expectations comes 
across me ; whenever in the arrogance of self-conceit, I 
would aspire to the loftier objects of desire ; whenever I 
would essay some proof of the supposed immortality of the 
mind, I am brought back to remember the certainty and 
mortality of the body. 

like the Eastern King amidst the delirium of vanity and 
the conciousness of power, a voice goes forth to remind me 
that I must die. I raise my eyes towards my windows, they 
look upon the restiug-i)lace of the dead. Perhaps there is 
something in the churchyard of a place like this, more 
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associated' with ludicrous that! setiona ideas ; but I am^ not 
now disposed to jest upon epitaphs which ignorimce or levity 
have converted iutoepigrams> or to wrong by an ill-seasoned 
merriment the mysterious solemnity of death. 

There is not one beneath those moauds of earth who has 
not burned like me with the restiess ambition of his hopes ; 
ixy him they were not the less important because they were 
more con^nedL His aspirations after honor* or emolument 
or love constituted with him; as with* me, the spring and 
spirit of his existence ; the action of the lesser machine 
does not differ bom that of the greater. What matters it 
for the fever of his life; ortibe repose of his death, whether 
his wishes were bounded to his village; or whether they 
knew, like mine, no limits but the world ? All the pomp 
of epitaphs bat maintains while it strives to vary the monot- 
ony of the om truth. The tomb of Napoleon and that of 
his meanest countryman my the same : 

^* Ifigit.'^ But, nt least, those who now sleep beneath 
me had' one hopiB of which I am debarred ; from the deceit 
and turbulence of the world they looked' for a haven and a 
security above ; and in their dreams of nn Eternal Life they 
forgot the darkness and triumphed over the agony oF 
Death. If they died in youth, and left behind them the 
ties and affections which had' given its charm to existence, 
they thought not of the separation of decay, but of the 
union of eternity. If they died in age, they turned from the 
cold and hollow hearts, which surrounded them, ^* in the. 
mockery of woe/' to the remembrance of the loved they had' 
lost, but whom they were about to rejoin. To either of 
them death had at least its consolation, and the darkness, 
the" corruption, the loathsomeness of the grave vanished, 
before their visions of the rapture and immortality of 
heaven. But for me, who have drained to its dregs the 
bitterness of thought and have penetrated into the more 
painful and hidden recesses of the truth, to me all such 
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hope soems bat the arch-mockery of onr existence. There 
where I lie shall I moalder and mingle with the clay which 
surrounds me. I have no hope for that mind which seems 
to me inscpunible with the body, alike in its life and its 
decay. Darker than all, I have no hope that the grave will 
unite me to those from whom I shall be torn. Love, desire 
— all which now thinks feels, burns, maddens — within me, 
find both their origin and their- end in the body. '' Can 
the dead praise thee, Lord ?^ In the grave all things are 
forgotten. But, come when it will, I am prepared. In 
sufferings or in death I shall be at least as I have been. I 
will cringe to no unseen and undefinable power. I know 
of no resources but those of my own mind. On those alone 
do I depend, with those alone will I meet and dare whatever 
destiny may await me. The soul which wears away and 
consumes can also support us till its fate be fulfilled. The 
lightning does not yanish in the cloud till it has blazed, 
though for an instant, before men. Let me for one day 
place my foot upon the destinies of Europe ; let me for one 
night feel your bosom heave beneath my own, and then 
this wild and tumultuous breathing may be still forever. 

E. Lttton Bulwer. 

This letter is endorsed by Lady Lytton thus : — 

Thi% letter upon whicJi I ivrote Mm word tJiat notldng 
would make me marry Mm. Wretch that Twos to break my 
vow I Have I not deserved my fate f The hypocrite swore 
he had only written it to try me, a7id I like a fool, believed 
him.* 

* The reader will note this letter for forciUe illustrotloDs of tho 
opfinion of Lord Lytton's biographer (see Vol. ii., P* 1^2) :--"I have 
now given, from the only authentic record of them, all the particulars 
relative to the circumstances of my father's marriage. Their muUi- 
plied evidence of his early affection for my mother is, I thhoik, no 
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XXXTL 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40 Somerset Street, 

[One more meeting.] 

Upon receiving your letter I came to town, in the hope 
that you will allow me to see you once more. I implore 
yon to grant me this request. 

Yours unaltered and unalterably. 

E. L.B. 
Marshal Thompson's HoteL 

Thursday. 
Ardently as I long to see you, you will not of course 
come out to risk your health. 

I will wait in town any time, for y^ hope of that happi- 
ness. 

XXXIIL 

To Miss Wheelbb» 
[Reconciled.] 

Thank you and kiss you for oo letter, mine own prettiest 
of Boses ; me is so, so liappy, now that we are reconciled, 
but yet how I could be wretched and uneasy about oo ? 

Good heavens I to think of you swooning in the night, 
and remaining so long on those cold boards 1 why — ^why — 
why was I not there to bring oo back and nestle oo warm 
again ? and then those horrid spasms ! But oo will, and 
must, and sail be quite well on Monday, will oo not, dar- 
lingest ? Oh, if oo knew, if oo could but know, how I 

unworthy tribute to her character and conduct at a time when a 
young, unmarried girl, she was placed in a very difflcolt and unhappy 
position. And on my father's ride the history iUustrates with great 
force that depth and strength of character, which it is my object to 
portray with the utmost fidelity in my power."-— His own letters will 
now enable all candid persons to judge for themselves. ^ 
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prize and love yon ; bat 70a will know it some time or 
other. It 18 Tery late, and me must now get np, as me 
leave Town at ten ; me will wi-ite 00 a line before me goes, 
together with 00 things, some of which me sends 00 back 
now. Me has not had the heart to open them, as 00 may 
suppose bat sends them just as they were. You toill take 
care of yourself, love, will 00 not ? 

XXXIV. 

To M1S8 BoBiKA Whbeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Square, London. 

[IBs want of belief.— Darkness of his own opinions.— Eldest brotber 
coming back to England. 

Malvern Wells, Sept. 28/A, 1826. 
My Dearest Bosina, — I am now at leisure to answer 
your letters. I half think I write coldly to-day — ^if so, you 
will forgiye me ? It was from nothiug in yonr letters, nor 
from anything in my own feelings. I thank you for your 
interest for me. Whatever may be my own reasons for my 
belief, they have not been taken lightly, nor is it likely they 
will easily be conquered. However that be, I shall never 
detail them to yoa, nor would I weaken for a single moment 
any opinion from which you have derived consolation or 
hope. Whatever may be the result of my belief, the con- 
sequences shall rest with me. If I have been bold cnoagh 
to state my opinions before the world, I will never at least 
give my motives for forming them : and if I am thus for- 
bearing to people whom I dislike or despise, it is not prob- 
able that I shall ever try to cloud tlie brightness of your 
hopes by the darkness of my own opinions ; but enough of 
this subject only let me beg of yoa to have th^ same for- 
bearance for me. Do not charm away all my reasonings by 
one word from your lips ; be contented with having all my 
love h»re. Your illustration from Chemistry is very^ very 
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good ; I do nofc attempt to answer it The great proof of 
geniasy by-the-bye, is not knowledge bnt the application of 
traths. Your tvro requests are commands ; I -will learn 
what I am already trying to do — concealment Yon have 
made me ambitions. I mnst also become artificial, one 
cronohcs in order to spring ; as for the other, I sit up to 
think of yon instead of sleeping to forget yon ; besides, I 
have to obtain yon, which is not to be dono by sleeping 
twelve honrs ont of the twenty-fonr. However, yon need 
not, dear Bosina, scold me any more. I have inured myself 
so early to fatigne that I can endnre anything except losing 
yon. Perhaps a time will come when I shall go to bed 
earlier. Bcantifnl I how very, yery rich and varied is the 
country beneath my windows; what an exchange for my 
churchyard at Cheltenham ; and snch hills ; more beanti- 
f nl than those by Windermere. 

When I was at the latter place, I remember — it does not 
signify what, I was very unhappy — I had cause to be so. 
Now I ought to be happy, bnt you are not here. Pray let 
me know where we are to meet in London. I sball stay 
here no longer. My heart has taken up its residence with 
yon, and is very homesiok ; accordingly, I shall only wait 
till certain people have left town, and then I shall set ott 
for that place, which however dull and foggy, contains for 
me all that is most beantif nl on earth, my own love, whom 
I really do love a thousand times more than I can express 
(though you do as certainly know much more than yon 
need do), my own love, do turn from all things past and 
present, and remember that we are all in uU to one another, 
if, says La Bruy6re (the best in my opinion of all the 
French thinkers), if we cannot make all the happinesSf we 
would make all the unhappiness of the woman we love. 
This is so far true, that I don't see that any one has a right 
to make yon unhappy except me, and that I wish I alone 
could do so, because then you should nerer be unhappy. 
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It amuses me, yonr calling me a boy. I have not one feel- 
ing left that is not at least sexagenarian except my love 
for you, and that indeed is yery, very young. Oh Rosina, 
if you liave deceived me, tremble not for my peace, but for 
yours. There are moments now in which I could doubt 
yon if I would ; but I can never suspect for more than an 
instant until I am convinced for ever ; but it is only when 
I am away from yon that I refuse to listen utterly to my 
heart, with you I am only sensible of the charm which yon 
breathe around you. Whatever doubts I may feel when I 
'Mock in your f ace/^ it is indeed to '^ forget them all/' 
My eldest brother is coming back to England. I am very 
anxious that you should charm him completely. Remem- 
ber that ; but I must tell yon his particular ideas of 
women when we meet. Yon say yon look pale and lifeless, 
and that I should not think you beantifnl were I to see 
yon. Were you ever to lose those very unequalled charms 
which attracted me first, I feel convinced that yon would 
not now be less dear to me 1 I long more to be with you 
when yon are ill and unhappy, than when I recall your 
image in all the fulness of its beauty. I don't think^you 
can read these crossings. I certainly cannot, but as you 
ask for them, it is just that yon should have the punish- 
ment of deciphering them. There is snch a beautiful star 
above me, it reminds me (yet I want no such remem- 
brance) of yo« ; but so does everything I have been accus- 
tomed to love the most. We have quoted French much in 
our last letters I will give yon one extract from Mad. 
d'Epinay, prettier and truer than all \ ** Je ne suis pas 
iouvent oA man carps est. Je sais oH ma pensie me ports, 
et e'est tanjowrs oA est-ce-que faime.'^ 

Do not fail to tell me where we are to meet in London 
and remember always that I am yours entirely for ever. 

E. L. B. 
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XXXV, 

[Cockbum in love and writing poetry.] 

4, CTdwn Hill. 
Well, Bose^ I am retamed. I waited for yoar letter 
and then set off. I arrived here abont half an hoar ago, 
and that space of time has been employed in the sentimen* 
tal occapation of dinner. It is not only my night's sleep 
that yon rob me of, eren my last support, the latest 
stronghold which I retained against your influence, my 
citadel of bachelorship and bravery, yea, my Tery after- 
noon dinner nap is attacked, besieged, and destroyed at 
last : the fire is warm, the sofa at hand, all things inviting 
to repose, — magnanimously I reject them all. I renounce 
not only sleep, but dreams, for the sober certainty of indit- 
ing epistles to No. 40 Somerset Street, viz., I renounce 
seeing^ hearing^ kissing you to the barren pleasure of writ- 
ing. Be grateful. Rose, and send me a long, long sum of 
[kisses] or, or Til bite you to death when we meet. Ten 
billion kisses, my darling, for your letter, and twenty 
billion more for your good conduct in walking two hours 
in the square. I should have written too oo yesterday, but 
intended to leave Enebworth that day. I rode this mom* 
ing through Brocket, but did not stop there ; I only paused 
by the bridge. Do you remember the day we stood there, 
and Miss Spence stood afar, fearful of colds and rheums 
and damp grass ? I think, darling, we shall grow soon 
like Mr. Blount, who, pettily enough says, ** If I think 
of you, all my conversation turns into ** Do you remem- 
ber ?" When the Q — s at home ? I expect my eldest 
brother in town very soon ; perhaps he is arrived now. I 
have much to say to you on many subjects, and long 
ardently to see you. I hope and trust you keep your for- 
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mer intention of letting me have that happiness on Friday, 
though, as I hare said before, never do anything to snbject 
yonrself to danger. If you will meet me at twelve, I will 
have a cab ready. Let me know, as I shall be in town 
to-morrow, at eleyen. Direct to Thomson's hotel, with 
regard to yonr mother's message or note, I don't think, 
however nnkind it may seem, that she really means to be 
80. It is yonr conduct, as compared to hers, which hurts 
her, and when proud and ill-tempered people are hurt, 
they always get cross upon it. I Judge her by myself, and 
think if I had behaved very ill to any one who had 
rewarded me good for evil, I should be very loth to show 
either the penitence or the gratitude I felt, I should 
mask all feelings under one amiable appearance of sulki- 
ness ; but I should thaw at last ; and so darling, will your 
mother, if you go on acting like an angel as you are. 

A twopenny post-letter can it be yours P I won't open 
the seal yet. ''George Butler,'' very like, and yet very 
unlike your hand-writing I Only Oockburn I d— n the 
fellow. I have read his letter, well I the poor child has 
fallen in love, and rhymes' on the strength of it. I send 
yon some verses he has enclosed, not very good, but show* 
ing some talent He says some of the ideas are mine, yet I 
don't recognize them. Well Poodle, and did 00 dream of 
Pup f Beally and truly now that is a curious coincidence. 

{The cmclurion of this letter i$ foanting.) 

XXXVI. 
To Miss Wheelsb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square. 

[Adam SmiUL— Writing his mother.—" Hy fate in yours."— Lady 
Caroline.— Miss Bpence.] 

My Dear, Own And Only Love, — there are three pretty 
epithets for yon. Your very sensible and very saucy epistie 
contains sentiments extremely proper for young ladiesi and 
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quotations metaphors, and allusions enough to supply me 
for an epio poem, or a maiden speech. I wish I had my 
Author's Best Companion : or^ Complete Commonplace Book 
here to answer them. Certainly never did science or 
literature look half so attractive as when they come from 
you — ^you put your own new cap on them and give them 
ihAt Jiffure d^ange which your own fair face ought only to 
possess. I will own, however, that in spite of your quota- 
tion from Adam Smith (a very shallow, though a very 
original thinker by-the-bye) that you have not clearly made 
out your propositions. You talk very sagely about poverty, 
''wealth of a cottage, and all that sort of thing.'' TeU me 
I shall not be reconciled to it, hint that you shall not ; and 
after all this preamble which is meant to deprive me of 
seeing you now, permit me to hope that on New Year's 
Day I shall have the happiness of sharing the said poverty, 
etc., with yon till (God knows when) I shall leave you in 
widow's weeds, etc. Oh, Bose, my own dear, dear love, I 
do {not in this jesting manner, but) from my heart of 
hearts accept and claim your promise of being mine. 
Whatever disadvantages may arise, whatever dangers may 
occur, ' I know, I feel that you will, amidst them all, be 
happier with me than if you were wise and prudent and 
separated from me for ever. I believe that we are indeed 
formed for each other, you to be my guide and my pro- 
server, and /to be your consoler from the remembrance of 
the past and your refuge from your anxieties for the future. 
This is, perhaps, the most critical, certainly the most 
inconsistent, period of my life. It will now be decided 
whether I may become useful to mankind, whether the 
bitterness of late years may be moulded and mellowed into 
selfishness, or whether I may be ' as I have been, a very 
weed upon the stream without an object or a use. The 
world is a deadly destroyer to all the visions of boyish 
benevolence; to mingle with men is to despise them. 
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Who can see the knaves and fools who surrround ns, the 
two great classes of society^ tlie cheaters and the cheated^ 
and go home to dream oyer the early projects of general 
amelioration and the vagae generosity and self-abandonment 
of an inexperienced philanthropy ? 

Two years since and there is not one earthly blessing 
(i did noi then know you) which I would not have sacri- 
ficed for the benefit of others. Now I haye learnt to 
despise what I once, respected^ and to loathe what I once 
made it a daty and a principle to love. If I go in the 
world I am infected with the inqnietade and feyer which 
X)erTade it. '^I am jostled/' said my own Bolingbroke, 
'* in the crowd. I do not jostle again — am trampled.** 
This^ perhaps the most universal feeling among all men, 
the least separated by character from others and makes the 
most ordinary motive of ambition. It was in that better 
moment, when all my purer principles were shakeh and 
none of those which are more callous had yet replaced 
them, that I fii*st saw and adored the perfection which I 
fancied, or rather which I fell and beheld in you. Yoar 
mind so generous and so noble shall breathe into my own 
the beauty of its holiness ; and as yon have brought back 
to me the passions, you shall also restore to me the prin* 
ciples of my freshest and least-contaminated years. And 
now, my own Rose, that I have told you that this is a very 
critical period in the ** life of a lover,'' and now that I 
have expressed my hope that I am going to become very 
good under your guidance and direction, I will tell you 
what I am going this very night to do in order to effect 
this great object. I am going to pen a very long, sensible, 
well-written letter, all in your style, only without the 
various belles choses, literary and scientific, with which you 
have embellished yours, to my mother. Directly I have 
her answer you shall hear from me again ; and then if sho 
cons^ts^ I will put to jon six or seven very categorical 
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qnestions, to which yon shall give me yory direct repUea, 
and then my suspicions will all be answered. I will 
belieye yon in preference to every one for I do place the 
most devoted and entire confidence in yon* Don't talk to 
me about men in general ; I am not like thorn, nor am I 
very likely to be led in my opinions by any human being 
whatsoever, as my poor mother always complains — 
"Edward, excepting you " — who changed me like a kaleid- 
oscope (very ugly simile that, by-the-bye). Neyertheless 
you have the satisfaction of thinking that if I am to be led 
by opinions about beauty, etc., that every one will only 
lead me back to my adoration of yon. I like my rides in 
the Begent's Park which, whichever way I turn, always 
restore me to the same spot — ^just opposite Portland Pku^ 
And now, Bose, when am I to see you ? When, when, 
when ? I really think you are like the Frenchman who 
left his mistress in order to write to her, or the poor 
French girl who said to me, " Go from me, that you may 
be with me the more.'' I must own that those of such 
yery wiredrawn sentiment neyer made a part of my exist- 
ence. I prefer a thousand times to writing these long 
rambling letters one word from those beautiful lips, and 
there is one thing infinitely more precious to me than even 
your letters, and that is the hand which wrote them. Tell 
me when I may see you. If yon won't let me to-morrow, 
or as soon as you can, I shall go and hide myself at Kneb- 
woi*th, where I faithfully promise that I will not write to 
you a single word till I see you. I have no idea of any 
letters being more acceptable than myself. You tell me 
not to give up poetry. I wish I could write out a long 
tale, as long as the "Corsair," written at Versailles, in 
order to convince you I have not. I shall publish it if I 
can get anything else to succeed first. I wonder if you 
will like any other book (in prose). It is very, very 
impassioned— it will tnake ail the old ladies an^y. I 
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intend to write the most paasionate parts now, yet, after 
ally I think I have never been so stupid, or written so ill, 
or talked so badly as since I fell in love with yon. When 
one feels most, one expresses worst. If this be true with 
me, I hope it is not inversety so with yon, for yonr letters 
are THE most beautiful. But I won't flatter, since we are 
going to marry, for husband and wife are never to say a 
civil thing' to one another. Your verses, your verses, 
Bosina, how more than exquisite they are I Oh, Bose, if 
yon feel as truly as you imagine beautifully, I promise you 
never, when you are once mine, shall you, during my life, 
repent that my '' fate is yours/' I will repay to you iJl else 
that you may lose. Yon asked mo about Lady Caroline. 
I must tell you some day my history with her; it is 
exquisitely comic. Another time I must also let you into 
the mysteries of my Maltese chain, which was very near 
proving tragic ; but these are tales of a later day. I can't 
get my brother to do anything about poor Miss Spenco and 
her novel. Oood night, dearest Bose ; may your, dreams 
be as soothing to you as the dews which fall upon your 
namesake. 

E.B. 

Atheneum.— fiSoMia. — Two easy arm-chairs at the comer 
of the fire, in which are deposited two persons, one old and 
one young one sleeping, and one gaping-— three elderly 
men in an opposit comer talking, about Sir H. Davy. My 
coffee coming in and the fire going out. 

XXXVII. 

[Loye verses.] 

Eh Bien I — W|jat am I going to write you about ? — 
that I love you ? Thai you know I That yon are pretty 
and handsome and beautiful, and all that ? That you know 
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also. But write I mast I Ah^ Bose^ out the abundance of 
the heart the mouth speaketh, and the hand writetb« 
I sit here alouoi and recall the moments J have ]>assed with 
you^ moments so fall of rapture, the charm of existence. 
What to us^ then, wore the past and the future ? All life 
was centered in one period, and that was present. To 
touch, to kiss you, to mingle my very soul with your breath. 
For what years of privation would not such a privilege 
repay me ? I love almost more to sit by you in silence 
than to speak. Do you remember that Italian verse which 
says ** The lips are silent, /?arfo VdmeV^ The charm which 
you shed around you enters into my existence, and I 
become animated with a new and deep and passionate 
spirit, only because I am with yon. At such moments I 
long for words to express my feelings. I address yon but 
in the common place of admiration, and the infinite variety 
of my emotions can only vent itself in three words, '' I love 
you.^' Oh, Bose, every moment that I with you but seems 
to swell the amount of the love which I bear to you, and— 
but this is all very silly and very trite, and much better 
expressed in these lines from Campbell : — 

.*' Flowers of xny life, so lovely and so lone. 
Whom I would rather in the desert meet, 
Sooming and soonied by Virtue's foes, than own 
Barth's pomps and treasures lavished at my feet 1" 

I forgot the rest, but they are all beautiful ; and it is a 
pity as that all things beautiful remind me of you, you cannot 
remind me of all things that are beautiful. I shall not go 
to Mr. Pitzherbert's this evening. I shall call there 
to-morrow instead. Passing though Piccadilly, in my way 
to the Athenaeum, where I am now writing, I met one of 

my " things of dark imaginings,'' one of my J y whom 

I knew was just come here from Bussia. '' Ah V* said he, 
8UiCh news from Moscow T Never was I so fuDy impresied 
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vith the jast valae of worldly things I It was a quarter of 
aa hoar before I recollected where Moscow was. You may 
be snre I did not give np my thoughts and recollections of 
70a for the private history of the Bussian conspiracy. By 
— ^the bye, I never showed* you the verses I was going to 
prefix to the book, and which was my secret reason for 
showing you that poem. They are very cold to what I 
should say now : — 

" Fidrer than aught which erst at midnight stole. 
In vision'd beauty on my boyish soul. 
When wild, warm, circling as the summer air ; 
Love glow'd o'er all which Fancy deemed most fahr ; 
If at thy will tliese thoughts were pour*d along ; 
Till the rude truants softened into song, 
Forgire me, lady, that I fain would see 
My task made sacred by one smile from thee." 

My own love I I shall dream of you to-night I Ah, 
that first of January ! when will I come ? Oh, how I long 
for the moment when your head shall rest on my bosom, 
and your lips repeat to me the vanity of the world in com- 
parison to the rapture of love I Farewell, my own Bose I 
world that, like the nightingale, my voice alone could be 
with you in solitude and through the night, and the dark- 
ness borrow mosio to speak to you of love. 

) Ever your adorer, 

E. li. B« 
XXXVIII. 
^ To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 
[Told his brother Henry of his intention to marry in a few weeks. 

My Darling Angel Darling Poodle, — I got home safe 
and well, and found Henry waiting dinner for me. Mo 
soon put him in good humour with me, and then me told 
him of my intention to marry 00 in a few weeks. He was 
exceedingly kind and good-natured about it, and pleased me 
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?cry much. My mother, I hear, is yeiy unwell ; io me 
cannot write to her for a day or two, till she is reoorered. 
Me has been Yery angry with myself for hasting oo to-day, 
and making oo prick up oo ears, zoo booty ; howeyer, me 
has endeayonred to forgiye myself by the reflection that oo 
will soon be in Puppy's paws, and then he can kiss and 
make it up to oo. 

Tell me how oo is, how oo got home, what oo said to oo 
nnele, etc., etc., etc. Meanwhile, me has jnst shaken out 
2 pieces of grass from my hair, which me thinks oo pat 
there, and which me would send oo, but thoy haye fallen 
under the table, and me can't find them. Well zoo darling 
booty, me must wish yon good bye and Ood bless oo. 

Zoo's own idolatrous and fond Puppt. 

XXXIX. 

To Miss R Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 
[Lord Grey's yindication of Canning.] 
My Darling Angel Poodle, — I was yery low spirited and 
wretched all the morning, or would haye written to oo. I 
was quite glad when my horse came to the door, and then 
I rode to Mr. Golburn's, for I haye it in design to write a 
pamphlet on the present administration and Lord Grey's 
Speech in Vindication of Canning. I am to decide by 
Monday. If so I shall make Colburn a present of it, and 
publish it with my name. Yes, my own darling, I think I 
bIwXI go out of town to-morrow ; but I am so very unwell 
to-night and have such a yeiy seyere cold, that I may de- 
lay it for a day or two. How yery kind it was of oo to 
write to me last night ; me was so much obliged to oo, for 
me was yery unhappy when me came home, — and oo letter 
restored me. Me has got oo parasol, but me cannot send 
it, it would look so — therefore oo must meet me some day 
and me'U then give it oo* 

Me haa heard of another place in Surrey, which me 
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thinks may suit us better ; bat me shall have further par* 
ticulars ta-morrow. Mo has a long letter for my mother to 
write, which me is much too nnwell to do now ; so me shall 
go to bed and curl myself with my tail in my month and 
dream of Poodle. Good-nighty my own dear^ dear^ dear, 
dading Angel [fnarlcs of kisses,] 

XL. 

M188 Wheslbb. 

[Has written to his motlier. — Has a very bad cold.] 

My Darling And Bootiful Poodle, — 1 write one line to 
enquire after 00, to tell 00 that me hcu written to my 
mother 6 sheets, that me has a very bad cold, or vf^ call on 00 
uncle to-day ; but me's coughing my lungs out. Tell me, my 
prettiest, all 00 says, etc., etc. Can 00 get me those books 
with any good life of Canning — ^for if me writes the pam- 
phlet^ me must directly ; and me cannot get the books any- 
where? 

Ever zoo own heart's Puppy. 

XLI. 

Marshall Thompson's Hotel/ 
ScUurday. 

[Verses by Miss Landon.— Verses by Miss Wheder.— No letter from 
his mother.— Writing a satire.] 

Twelve 'kieaes—such kisses — do I owe you for your first 
letter I Your conduct about the money is like that of my 
own Bose, my own high-minded and noble girl, who 
answers every iota of what is at once most valuable and 
most endearing in woman. Never while you are with me shall 
I indeed sink into the niere politician. You shall make me 
more worthy of yourself. My own pretty Bose, Miss 
Landon does not say half as much as she ought with such 
an inspiration as you should lend her; she has said nothing 
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that can do you justice ; but tiie yerses are very, very, 
pretty, and contain great strength and richness of descrip- 
tion ; and as for yonrs, they are feeling made music. You 
certainly shed over all that you write of softness only 
equalled by your smile, and a brilliancy, which nothing 
can equal but your own bright glances. As you haye 
given me portrait, you must let me have another, and 
when I come to Town again, give me the likeness of the 
only thing which can equal your mind, your face. I shall 
be in Somerset Street long before two, and have sent to get 
a cabriolet to save you some part of the walk. Your 
mother^s letter is very characteristic of the Qodwin or 
Woolstencraft school ; but shows feeling, and I am very 
happy t6 find by your second note (for which, my own 
love, I owe yon twelve kisses more) that she has seen and 
done you justice. Keep yourself as calm and quiet as you 
can, tho' I know you will laugh at this advice. I have had 
a letter from my mother — not an answer yet — in which she 
wants mo to go to Knebworth about some business ; as she 
will therefore send her answer there, I shall go down 
Monday, and stay four or five days to write my satire. 

Yet I am too happy now to be ill-natured. You say 
that I once said we had no present, and that I contradicted 
this yesterday. A passage in my book is before me which 
I will reconcile the contradiction : '' Constantly engaged 
as we are, in looking behind us or before, — if there is one 
hoar in which we are only sensible of ih^ tims being, and 
that each of those moments is fraught with the fulness, the 
enjoyment, the transport of existence, it is when we are 
with the one person whose life and spirit have become the 
great part and principle of our own P' I look forward with 
such anxiety to see you, and oxprees how much I admire 
and adore you. Ah, Rose, how shall I ezprefs that ? not 
indeed, as yon say, by language I but bad I your eyes, I do 
not think I should have caate to despair. I am so stunned 
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and Burronnded in this d — d coffee room by some delightful 
young men, that I scarcely know what to write : they are 
just arrived from Italy I '* Verily Egypt mast have been 
glad of their departure P Adieu^ my deaiest love I Ah 
that I were with you I 

B. B. 

XLIL 

Post Mark, October 12, 1836. 
Enebworth, Stevenage. 

[His mother^s oppositioo to bis marriage.— Proposed separation.— 
Solemn declaration of belief that liis mother wonld ultimately 
have consented.— Waits her reply.] 

For the last 24 hours I have been in such a state of utter 
and perfect wretchedness, that if it could continue in the 
same intensity 24 hours longer, I do really believe that I 
should not be alive; but I now have now made myself 
better and calmer, and feel at last enabled to control my 
feelings suflSciently to write to you. I will not however 
speak immediately of what is to be the main purport of this 
letter ; for indeed I cannot. I will rather endeavour to 
glid into it by indifferent subjects. 

I did not answer your short note in Town, for I was 
rather angry : you did not do right. Rose, to deceive me, 
tho' only in a trifle. However, the question was so nngal- 
lant, and the answer so petty in its equivocation, that I 
shall content myself with scolding you for so unreasonablo 
a diffidence in your own attractions. I stopped at Bosket 
on my way, and saw Lady Caroline for a few minutes ; I 
mention this because she asked me if I had seen you, and 
I said I had met you at Miss Sponce's. I arrived here at 
last, and waited with an impatience you will readily con* 
ceive for the post that was to bring me an answer from my 
mother, — I cannot go on, I must take some more laudanum 
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and go ioto the air first. — I receiyed that answer at lait. 
Oh Bose, such a letter I Yoa were right, and I was mis- 
taken when I imagined that my mother felt for me any 
affection nnconnected with vanity, or that she cared a 
single straw for my happiness, so long as it did not reflect 
lustre and credit npon herself. There is not in this letter 
one kind expression to redeem its want of almost human 
consideration for my feelings; and it ends with saying 
that if I marry I shoald hare, not her consent, but her 
curse. I must stop here again for some minutes I 

Well, Rose I bare nerved myself at last, and wfll pro- 
ceed without further interruption. To say that I do not 
feel pain at my mother's disapprobation, eren if it were 
utterly unconnected with worldly considerations would be 
absurd ; if I felt less for A^r, my feelings for you would not 
be what at this moment they are ; but let us look only to 
those worldly considerations. If we marry without my 
mother's consent, my allowance from her will of course 
cease. We shall have nothing but my father's legacy, 
utterly insufficient at all times, and the interest of which 
for some years would be I fear, entirely consumed by the 
debts I have had the imprudence to incur. This then is 
out of the question, comparative povei*ty and obscurity, I 
might have been selfish enough to ask you to share ; but 
not absolute want. Wretch as I have been to you, this at 
least shall not fill the catalogue of my offences. Even were 
you less dear to me, yon should never link yourself only to 
privation and distress. Now for the alternative of a private 
marriage. Ton said right, Bose, when you said that it was 
only in a moment of madness that you could consent to 
such a measure, and it would be certainly only in a moment 
of the most thoughtless or the most determined selfishness, 
that I could have urged you to do so. Deceit and doubt 
and anxiety — the probability of the loss of character, the 
chance (forgive me for repeating the old story) of my dying 
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wifch onr marriage nnacknowledgcd and yonrseU nnproTided 
for — all this wo might both orerlook in the blindness or 
ddirinm of the moment; bat this in the ealmness of 
reflection I never ivill prepare for your destiny. What if 
we had children ? Shonld I bo base enough to suffer by 
concealment the ruin pf your reputation ; or should I ensure 
you, by a disclosure, the penary which wd immediately 
ensue ? What can we do ? Oh, Rosina I do not answer 
this immediately. Do not say that we haye only an entire 
and final separation* Give me one hope, one comfort, how- 
ever weak and doubtful, and you will indeed be my 
redeemer from despair ! But of what nature can it be ? 
Never without the certainty of marriage ought we to meet 
alone as we have met ! You have too much of the purity 
of affection, and I of the madness, the guiltiness of desire I 
And if ever I were base enough to cause yon a ruin so entire^ 
I am convinced that the instant afterwards I shonld destroy 
myself. But pause, I beseech you, before yoa exclude all 
hope, as for me I am so bowed to the dust that I cannot 
dare to look up. I am so wretched that I almost think I 
have lost the common energies of existence. Can you not 
rais mo once more from that despondency which but three 
days ago you had brightened into rapture and hope ? But 
if we are indeed to part, I have not the power to give you 
up— it is for you to resign me. Do not do so too kindly, 
or you will break my heart ; bat if you are at a loss wordbs, 
I will supply them* 

Do not tell mo as you did before, that. I ought not to 
reproach myself, and that yoa have shared my fault ; but 
tell me that I should never have attempted to gain your 
affections without the wriainty of ultimately enjoying 
them. Tell me that I have endangered your permament 
happiness in seeking for the selfish rapture of obtaining 
your love. All this, all your reproaches I should deserve. 
One only excuse can I offer. 
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I do most Bolemnly declare that I always ima^ned fron 
the first to the last, my mother vonld ultimately consent. 
I thought tfhe might ask delay and trial and probation, bnt 
never till I received this letter did I foresee her unqualified 
and oontinned disapprobation. Had I done so. Rose, you 
should never, never have shed one tear for me. And now 
I beseech you again and again to pause before you answer 
me ; give me, I implore you, some solitary hope — ^never 
were you so dear to me as you are now, my own Love. Is 
this the last time I am to caU you so ? 

E. L. BULWBB.* 

XLIII. 
[A last letter.] 

Stevenage, Oct. 14tt, 1826. 
You say you are ill and yet that I am not to write to 
you— liow can I resist it ? But I write only two sentences, 
which you will forgive, because the one contains a request 
and the other some resemblance to a hope. I entreat, I con- 
jure you, dearest Eosina, by every recollection of the yjast 
which still remains to us, and by every hope of the future 
which we once ventured to form, to take the greatest care 
of your own health, and to remember that the' every circum- 
stance of absence and time your welfare and interest will 
concentrate everything that is most dear to mo. I have 
only to add this, that if I can earn such a reputation as to 
repay my obligations to my mother by satisfying her wishes 
on my account, and such an independence as to realize our 
ideas of content, then this letter will not be the last I shall 
write yon, nor will it contain the latest prayer and appeal 
that I shall venture to make to your remembrance of what 
has been. And now if there be really some Diviner Being 

* This letter is endorsed by Lady Lytton, thus: " May 14th, 1836, 
Oh I why WAS I over cajoled into retracting the separation I insisted 
upoa on receipt of this letter ? I should not be the miserable wretch 
I am now.** 
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who oontemplatea and ordains the individaal interests of 
Barth, may Ho preserve yon from every eyil and bestow on 
yon every good 1 May yon find in the affection of yonr 
mother idl that you have lost in me, and may some portion 
of that love and desire for your happiness which / am for- 
bidden to show yon be scattered and diffased among all the 
ties and connections that surround you. 
October, 1836. E. L. Bulwbe.* 

XLIV. 

To M18S Wheeleb. 

[Asking her to marry at once.] { 

It is impossible to express the state of mind I am in ; 
but I do not write to speak to you of that I write only to 
say this; in spite of everything I am so fully convinced of 
your faith that I implore you to MAEBY ME AT ONCE. 
I do not ask this> my own dear love, as a vague unmeaning 
comp^ in order to have it rejected ; but I cannot bear the 
thouglit of leaving you ill and unhappy here without one 
who ought to be your real support and friend and soother. 
Come then to my arms for ever, my own dear, dear angel ; 
and wo will go together to Ireland and mutually effect our 
triumph. Forgive me, my dearest Bose, for daring to 
breath a syllable, a breath against you. Bo, I implore you, 
mine. Let me watch over and not desert you, no not for a 
day. My own dearest love, I ask you this as a most earnest 
favor ; name the earliest day, and after that all shall be as 
you like. I write with a burning hand and heart. I am 
just going to yonr cousin's ; how shall I act there P Let 
me find one word when I return at half past nine. I leave 
this myself. R L. B. 

*This letter Is endorsed by Lady Lytton thus : " Oh I why did 
not all ead then ? My Qod I My Qod I there is no escaping one's 
destiny."— August IC, 1851.— R. B. L. i 
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I haye read over what I have written— ifc seems cold^ 
weak, anything but what I would have it. I implore you 
to let your own heart fill up what mine has left unsaid. I 
am 80 ill, so wretched, so half delirious, that I cannot express 
a single thought. « 

XLV. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street 

[Anxiety for her health.] 

I only send my servant to know how yon are. I beg 
and implore you not to write ; but send me verbally your 
answer. Pray heaven you are better I I scarcely know 
what I wrote to you by your servant, nor what I write now, 
for I am half beside myself. Pray, pray, pray take all 
possible care of yourself, and do for mercy's sake say you 
are better. E« L. B. 

XLVI. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square. 

[His frantic state of mind.] 

Oh God I my dear, dear girl, my Rose, my Angel, my 
life I Are you so iil ? For Ood Almighty's sake, for my 
sake, for the sake of my present, my future, my eternal 
happiness, got well, and I will do everything, anything you 
wish. I am too wretched, too mad to write plainly, or I 
would. Sleep for heaven's sake, and then write to me and 
say you are better, say that I can see you to-morrow, say 
that you forgive nie, that I am not a monster, that you do 
not hate me. Oh, if you are really seriously ill, I shall 
never cease to bo miserable. I am torn by a thousand tor- 
tures, half distracted, all that you can conceive of wretch- 
edness. I would come but dare not. I should not see you, 
and I w^ not and c* not nov). To-morrow you will be 
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better^ mnoh better will 70a not^ my own, own Bose P For 
mercjr^B sake get well, or I shall go mad* 

Oh if you loved me as once, this letter will restore yon 
in some measure, for it will assure yoa of my deep, 
unwearied, untouched love, passion, adoration, and my 
growing remorse at ever having slandered it or you. One 
word before night, Eose— one word — "Will it not be 
better T* But sleep now, my own love, for Qod's sake 
sleep I 

XLVII. 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[His relief that she is better.] 

My own dear, dear, kind angel, God bless you for your 
letter, and which has restored me as far as I can be while 
you are still ill, so ill. For heaven's sake who have you ? 
I was so terrified and unhappy about you, that I drove 
down and saw that good old German, who told me 00 had 
Pope, and then I went to him ; but he was out and I 
waited, but he did not come, and now I have just returued 
home, and found 00 letter. Oh I zoo dear, dear, dear 
angel for writing to me so kindly. Oh that you c^ know 
what a load it has taken off my heart I and yet how very 
miserable I am still, when I think of you, and see how 
painfully you must have written to me. Oh I what a 
wretch I was to occasion you such — such — ; but I will not 
renew that subject, tho^ I will not forget it. Oh Bose I 
my own and only Love, you who alone constitute anything 
in my heart and feelings which is soft and dear, will you 
not be my own, AH, all my own, ard let me strive to repay 
you for everything you have suffored ? Yet but got well, 
I implore you ; get well and let mo see you. Your uncle 
has written to me enclosing a letter from your mother ; 
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his note is cold, perhaps afifronting, but- 1 forgive it. I for- 
give all but myself; yoa may henceforth be really happy, 
and may I make— so far as I can— some part of that 
happiness. Bless you from my very soul for writing to 
me ; it was very kind in you — very. I will send at night 
to know how you are. Will you not leave word that you 
are better ? Do — but pray, pray don't fatigue yourself by 
writing or any other exertion. Think only of my inex- 
haustible love for you and upon all that it may yet effect 
for you and myself. Heaven bless and reward you, my 
kind, dear Hose, and if it does not mean eternally to cnrse 
mey make you quite, quite well. 

Puppy. 

Pray keep quiet and calm ; and will you not tiy and be 
happy now, my own love ? Tell me, Eose I 

XLVIII. 

To Miss Wheeleb, Somerset Street. 

[Happier since he saw Pope.] 

My Dearest, Darlingest Rose, — I am so much happier 
since I saw Pope, who assures me you are not seriously ill ; 
pray, pray do not fret nor agitate yourself ; and when you 
arc quite well, wo will have a full explanation of the past. 
Suffer me to hope, my dearest love, that this explanation 
may be productive of our future happiness. It is right that 
it should take place ; it is fair to hope we may proUt by it. 
I shall send my servant with this. He will merely enquire 
how you are. How I long to call myself, yet after your 
uncle^s letter you see nothing but exti'eme motives, such as 
the agony of fear for you I felt yesterday, could take me to 
your house. How grateful I am that agony has past away 
in some measure ; and yet still I am on a perpetual rack of 
fear for you. Pray, pray, pray take all possible care of 
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yourself for the sake of one whose life is wrapt np in eycry 
shadow that affects yonr own. E. L. B. 

XLIX. 

To Miss Wheelsb. 

[Meet to-morrow.] 

My adored Poodle, — maDT, many thanks for 00 darling 
letter. Me is so happy, me is wagging my tail and putting 
my ears down, me is to meet 00 to-morrow. Oh day of 
days 1 I cannot tell you how yery, very, very happy you 
have made me I No, my own love, don't come before 
twelve ; but really I shall meet vou I Oh, darling of darl- 
ings I I cannot write to you to-night, nor at any length 
now. The best plan about the carriage will be for you to 
get in it first, and it can then pick me np in another street, 
so that you will enter it alone. When yon are once in, put 
down y« blinds. Oh zoo love of loves, me is ready to leap 
out of my skin for joy I Adieu. Twenty million kisses. 

I shall be in y« street at 12. E. L. B. 



To Miss Whbbleb. 
[Shewing his deep tnist and unshaken confidence in her.] 

My own Darling, Darling, Darling Love, — 

Your letter has made me quite wretched. If it be any 
comfort to you to know that I, also, have been thinking over 
our conversation, and have come to a different result, I 
assure you, my own dear, dearest Poodle, that I feel per- 
haps glad of the circumstance, since it gives me the oppor- 
tunity, perhaps the only one I shall ever have, of shewing 
the deep trust and unshaken confidence I have in yon. 
Believe me, my darling Rose, I have not a single shadow of 
uneasiness or doubt left upon my mind. I have looked 
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there coolly and iuqniriDgly, and can find nothing bat the 
moBt unalterable love, and venerating esteem ; and now, my 
own poodle, my sole hope and happiness in life, let ns never 
renew this subject again; As for me, I have already ban- 
ished it from my thought. Ood bless you, my angel love, 
and make you as happy as you can make me by becom- 
ing 80. 

I write this in great haste, as I shall write again in the 
evening. I have just the womout feeling you describe, as 
I was up all hight ; but I shall feel quite recovered by one 
word from you to-night, telling me you are not unhappy, 
and that you understand, and believe, and trust, your own 
adoring, doating. 

Puppy. 
LI. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portnian Square. 

[Portugal.] 

No letter from you, my dearest Rose I Well, I am 
better than you in that respect. What do you think of 
O'Neiirs statement? I think it quite satisfactory. I owe 
this to you with a certain reluctance, both on his account 
and Mr. Aldjo's, for the latter was really so made to be 
pigeoned, such a complete Monsieur Jourdain, that it is a 
thousand pities he escaped. I have been enquiring about 
the chances of my departure for Portugal, and find they 
amount to the number at Turnpike last night, t. «., 0, 
what a pity that I sbonid be depriTed of such an oppor- 
tunity of showing my military ardour I 

The dog's eye is much better, and Mr. Youatt, of the 
Veterinary (College, Nassau Street, not far from Bemers 
Street, near the Midd^ Hospital, says he will not lose it. 
The Crooks have intimated an intention of leaving their 
abode, because, I suppose, we did not bite as well as the 
dog. 
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Welly Mrs. Poodle, how do 70a do, and wAa^ hare you 
done ? Let me know all aboat you, for I am sare many 
changes mnst have happened since the ages we parted I As 
for myself, I have detected 8 grey hairs and 3 new wrinkles. 
I saw Cockbam to-day. He in love indeed ! I see that 
we have monopolized all the love in the world. We are 
misers, and treasure np every atom of the real money, so 
every one else is forced to turn coiner, I am not well to-day, 
and yon must forgive me for not writing more. Do not my 
dear girl, attribute my shortness to coldness or anything 
else that you, or I, would in general be apt to imagine ; but 
believe me daily and hourly increasing in love and admira- 
tion for my own dear, dear Rose. 

I enclose your key. Qod bless you ! Adieu. 

UL 

To Miss Wheelbb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Better to wait than marry now.— Saw Brodie about pain in heart.^ 
"I>on Juan.'*— Plato.— Miss Landon*s Book.— Diminution of 
her fame.] 

My Darling Girl, — I have only just received your letter. 
I am so vexed that I did not have it before, owing to my 
having been with my eldest brother, who is just come to 
Town. Are you really ill ? I am so unhappy about you I 
Don't above all things sit up late. Keep your chest warm, 
and, in short, for my sake, for your own, and from the 
hope of the many years we are to pass together, do take as 
much care of yourself as possible. Pray mind this as the 
greatest favor you can grant me. And did my dearest 
Bose think that I should not meet her to-morrow, that she 
thinks it necessary to remind me that I am engaged to do 
BO ? I shall be in the street at one precisely. And now 
my angel, don't suffer youself to be dejected, or encourage 
anything that may injure your health— rather than that, 
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I will marry you directly. Nothing (believe me for I say 
it from my very soul) could recompense me for your 
nnhappiness or ill-health. It would better to wait some 
months and be well off, than marry now and be paupers, 
but it would be much better to marry now than to injure 
all those hopes of happine^ which can alone support us 
thro' so long a privation; and would not those hopes, 
dearest, be injured by anything that you suffer to prey 
upon you ? Keep then, my own Bose, as blooming as you 
ought to be, or zoo will, like Miss Louisa, drive me into 
marring oo. 

The pain in my heart is much better. Of late it has 
attacked me more frequently than ever. I did see Brodie 
about it the other day (Saturday, aye, yesterday), but he 
does not know how to treat it. You shall charm it away, 
dearest, yon are mistaken, I did enclose the key, it must 
have fallen out without your notice when you opened the 
letter. Your ioB de soie are restored not so much the 
worse for their lavation as I had expected. Puppy was 
particular in describing the abode of Mr. Yonatt, Nassau 
Street, not far from Bemers Street, and near the Middz 
Hospital, because Puppy thinks that all dogs, i. e. all great 
dogs, should be careful in their geographical statements. 
Perhaps as belonging to the canine species he was mindful 
too of the words of Dogierry ; *'Let your learning be 
seen when there is no need of such vanity.'' What a Capital 
Dogberry y by-the*bye. Listen would make I 

Well, Rose, I have been, as I promised, writing like a 
Dragon. My novel is in three books, I have written out 
legibly two, and as whatever may be my literary defects I 
write tolerably quick, I hope to get the third finished in 
about 4 days. 

I shall then submit it (is not that y« orthodox phrase ?) 
to your candid, honest, and impartial (hem I) opinion. I 
am in a terrible fright left the gr9yhound should be lost ; 
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partienlars when we meet. Were you in bed too when I 
knocked last night p Oh, Kose, my own angel, it is when 
yon are ill and nnhappy, that I most long for yon — thai is 
not a sign of the selfish love of which yon haye accused me. 
Oh, no I I feel that I can have no happiness like consti- 
tuting y(mr%. I am as you said truly enough, so formed 
by DAture and disposition to be wretched, that I should be 
Eo perhaps even with you, but never when you feel nothing 
but the bright side of existence. I write this from Thom- 
son's Hotel. I am going home afterwards — to that home^ 
dearest, which is still consecrated by your breath. Do you 
remember those two beautiful lines of Lamartine, which, 
on another occasion yon quoted to me : ^' Oomme on 
respire,'' etc. ? Let me apply them to that feeling of ven- 
eration and happiness I experience in being iu any temple, 
however humble, which yon, my Goddess, have once made 
sacred. I have bought a copy of ^' Don Juan." The first 
time we have any opportunity, we will read it together. I 
have also ordered a ''Plato." II; is some years since I 
read that most beautiful of all visionaries. I am anxious 
to read it again, now that I have found the mosc beautiful 
of all visions. 

I dine with my mother to-morrow, and come what may, 
I shall be in Somerset Street to-morrow. Meanwhile, my 
own, own Love, let nothing molest or hurt you ; and if 
there be anything which can quiet or render you happy 
that yon wish me to do, have no scruple or false delicacy, 
but say it at once. I repeat a thousand, thousand times 
that no blessing the world can afford is like that of possess- 
ing your love. I have read Miss Landon's book thro'. 
Your story and that of Erinna are certainly the best ; but I 
can foresee a very great diminution of her fame from thin 
work. She should not write tales at all — small poeme> 
songs, ballads, lyrics, stansas would suit her best Thers 
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18 a tolerable satire just pnblished, called ''The Oieek 
Bubble/' 

William calls on the G — s to-morrow* Adieu, my 
adored and darling girl. May you be unchangeable in all 
things but your name and fate. Adieu I I send you all 
the kisses you have left me \marh% of hi89eB.'\ 

LIII. 
To Miss Whexleb, 40, Somerset Street 

[Napoleon.— Elizabeth.— Lady Caroline.— Pcn-aud-ink miniature.^ 
" Thou didst annihilate the earth to me."] 

What, Bose, my Angel I Don't you call my packet of 
yesterday ''a long letter,'' that you talk of my making yoa , 
amends for yesterday f 

TTnoonscionable girl I I have a great mind not to write 
above one sheet to-day in order to show you what short 
letters are: indeed I would if I did not think you might 
retaliate. At all events I shall reply rather by parenthcsea 
than periode, and so begin my darling, take 90 million 
million million [hisHs] ; and so zoo thinks to convict me 
of equivocation by saying me continues to dream, tho' not 
sleep I To be sure ! oo does not call dreaming sleep* I 
call it the most restless, active, fatiguing and yet delicious 
part of existence, instead of that pause and cessation of 
life which philosophers and physiologists will tell you is 
sleep. Sleep forgets. Dreams are all remembrance^ Sleep 
feels not, hears not, sees not. Dreams have all the senses 
in a double acumen. In a word, in sleep there is no 
Poodle, and dreams are all Poodle — Poodle — Poodle. Eh 
Men ! have I convinced you ? I am going to have the 
*^ Golden Viclet," this evening ; then I can talk tooo about 
it, and reply to your inpertinent aspersions upon the Poetical 
Character. Your comparison of the Perfumery and Con« 
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fectionary is admirable, if true, which from Miss Landon's 
former volumes I can readily conceive. 

And so my poor Rose was ill yesterday ? I am so sorry — 
and yet 00 wrote to me ! My own darling, how I thank you 
now and how I will kiss 00 for it to-morrow I Your frank 
did not go free, at which I am very glad, as it served yoa 
right for not writing a double letter I I have parted with 
the old woman and the large cat, otherwise I would most 
certainly have performed your commands respecting them, 
but I have another old woman and hope to-moiTow to have 
one of my dogs, so that the love ment for one may be 
bestowed on another — at present it reverts to and rests with 
9910 as Lord of the Manor. — Napoleon has gone to Hart- 
ford. I am going to talk to yon abont him among other 

things. As for E's letter about £ . £. masculine 

thinks E. feminine must have learnt mathematics, wlien it 
is said 2 thingi which equal a third equal one another. 
Now perhaps E. feminine thinks her love to Bose equals E. 
masculine's love to Bose — in that case since E. fern's love 
for Bose equals E. masculine's love for the same, E. fern's 
love mnst equal E. masculine's ; but E. masculine loves E. 
feminine because Bose does (for Bose- and £. masculine are 
one): therefore £. feminine must love E. masculine 
becanse, as we before proved, ber love must equal his. Q. 
E. D. we see by this problem that E. was justified in call- 
ing me '^ dear," and I am too well pleased with the epithet to 
oavil. I will not show how the proposition is false, because 
the hypothesis on which it rests is so ; viz., E. feminine's 
supposition that her love for Bose equals min« — a most 
absurd and irrational conclusion, as Euclid and probably 
Mr. Thomson would say. 

I agree with you about Cockbnrn's lines, I made the 
same remark about ** the fair and gay Eden." It really is 
quite disgraceful to Lady Caroline to write such d— 4 
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BooBenfle,— not, by the way/ that with that pretty little 
miniature in the comer,* it is right for me to talk nonaenae. 
Howeyer, as yon have often wished to have my picture, I 
conld not resist sending it you, only do take care of it now 
you have it, as it is disagreeable to have the bore of sitting 
twice. I think it a tolerable likeness, don't you f 

I am going to talk to you gravely and soberly to-morrow ; 
I cannot say it is the best news in the world, but then it is 
not the worst. And for us who are always in extremes, 
mediocrity even in luck is refreshing. . . . Why did I stop 
after that last sentence ? Guess, guess, darling. No you 
can't ? Well then I to kiss a certain ring on my hand, 
darling, and to sigh And to think of Poodle I Well, I came 
to town to do a great deal of business, and lo, none is done I 
and past 4, too I However you must a long letter I shall 
fill up this sheet. Well, this is a strange thing, this lore I 
It is i-eally very mysterious that two people who never knew 
much of one anotberi should meet, kiss and — and — ^feel 
that all the world was nothing in comparison to each I 
There is a line in the '^ Lament of Tasso " that will jast 
ezpreas my idea — ^and my love : — 

'' Tbou didst annihilate the Earth to ami 

I have just discovered, one line in Elizabeth's note which 
alarms me, says she ''don't sit up all night, etc." Now, 
Bose, hear roe I I will write to you daily just the same, 
bat if you sit up late to write to me, I won't hear from yon 
at all. Write to me when your uncle's only engaged, and yon 
can withont depriving him or yourself of any kind of pleas- 
nre ; but never write to me later than 12 at night. Mind, 
I insist npon this. And now, my love, I must wish yon 

* A roagli drawing of " Puppy doing his tricks " Is Iwre inserted 
in tlie letter. 
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good-byo till to*monrow. " Bemember twelve/' God bless 
yon, my darling. 

Ever most wholly and affec^. yoanu 

E,L.B. 

There is Bomething else in Elizabeth's note which I 
must talk to yon seriously about. 

Adieu, Bosei my own, own beanlif nl and adored Bose 1 
Adieu I 

LIV. 

To M18S Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 

[Yerses on Miss Wheeler's sister Henrietta.— Just finished novel. — 
Qoing to send it to Colbuni.— Hypocliondria.] 

My Darling Poodle, — I hare complied with yonr wishes 
and enclose the accompanying yerses which I wrote last 
night. Not knowing yonr sister I conld not say more of 
her, and I am too displeased with your mother to pay her 
those compliments yon suggested ; I think, however, I hare 
said all that I well could, for either, and I have found from 
feelings of my own sufficient subject of reflection on that 
event which every individual in discribing finds familiar to 
his own remembrance and congenial to his peculiar rights. 
If there is anything you wish altered or added, you will 
hare no scruple in saying so ; and if you think the whole 
attempt not successful, I shall have too nrach pleasure in 
writing anything to gratify you not to hope that you will 
commission me to endearour again more effectually to do so. 
What a bitter day I I take this to Town myself. I am go- 
ing to walk to the city for money, and to do various other 
occupations which will detain me till a late hour. I hope, 
however, to hear from you early in the day, and in that 
trust shall call at Thomson^s. 

Pray could you procure for me for a day or two (yonr 
uncle probably takes it in) the Annual Register for 1823, 
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or ooald yon look over any review about that time which 
gives an account of the last part of the Spanish Bevolution 
— the invasion of the French^ the Condemnation of Biego, 
etc. ? Anything on that subject would oblige me much. I 
only want to refer to a single event in order to complete my 
novel. I shall then, I think, send it to Colburn ; if ho 
won't publish it, TAumj perhaps (and Ebers at all evetits) 
will. I shall ask a hundred pounds for it. Poor Lady is 
very ill ; sympathy, I hope ; for I am a sort of Pandora's 
box. And oo, my own poor darling, how is oo tooth P I long 
to know all about oo, and tho' every moment of present delay 
is indeed what the Methodist call ^' precious time,'' yet I wiU 
not stir out till I have finished this and expressed my most 
earnest hope of your being better and free from pain. I 
know not why it is that some are for ever haunted, as it 
were, with a Demon, mocking all enjoyment, disappoint- 
ing all hope, turning the blessed sun to shade, and bring- 
ing before us nothing but one black, black pall on which is 
written '' Misery." But I am not going to be lavish of my 
hypochondria to-day, and so, darling, I will kiss it away I 
How very insipid all ties, friendship, affections, seem to 
ours I We seem in engrossing love to have robbed even 
our own dearest relatives and friends of it. Their affection 
is ice to our capaoities of receiving and returning it, and 
therefore seems only coldness in itself. From our own 
hearts we turn to those of others — like the eye from a claude 
glass to the reality of Nature itself. The nature is as it was 
before we looked thro' that bright and glowing delusion ; 
but now how altered, how weak, how chill, how desoltfte it 
seems I Adieu, my own Rose, my life of life, very Poodle 
of very poodles. Adieu ! 

Tell me when you have seeu Lady Caroline, and tell me 
whether I am to call on Miss Spence in order to be asked. 
I cannot meet you there. 
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LV. 

To M18S Wheeusb^ 40^ Somerset Street 

[Delighted at lier liking the Teraes.— Never oaa tell whether what he 
writes U good or bod till some time after compoBition.] 

My Adored Poodle, — How very, very kind and oonaid- 
erate 00 has been aboatthe book! He will make baste to have 
done with it, certain that as me will send the novel with it, 
the best method of thanking yon will be by a speedy 
retnrn. No, my darling I 00 was not too late, nor wonld I 
for anything have lost the pleasure of reoeiving yonr assist- 
ance. I am delighted at yonr liking the verses. I never 
can toll, mjself, whether what I write is good or bad till 
some time after composition, and I was therefore in great 
donbt as to your approbation of y* lines. 

How is 00 tooth P — 00 does not mention it, and me 
consequently hopes it is quite well ; mine is better, much 
better, ditto ear, ditto all except my throat which is still 
swelled and very painful. My own love, it was not the 
disease of the body but the mind which made my letter to 
you yesterday appear melancholy and ifi%U^ I am indeed 
unhappy at our separation— -eould yon doubt it that yon 
ask me your question ? I do not think that your inferences 
are right : you say that I have had other attachments, and 
yon argue by that, that my affection for you must be less. 
No my dearest girl, it required experience in others to 
teach me the treasure I have found in yon. Had I nerer 
loTcd Ijefore, I might have supposed that all were like you, 
it requires much knowledge of general to appreciate indi- 
vidnal character. Had I not been acquainted with many, 
I could not have discovered the entire value of the one. 
All my other attachments seem to me like streams, which 
meet with some barrier or interruption, and so rush the 



io6 L&rd Lyitt^s Letters. 

more veffaemently to mingle and absorb directly an opening 
has been made* into one new and universal channel. But 
enough of this. Ton know, my own Poodle, how I love 
you ; and why should I add more on so inexhaustible a 
subject? My mind is ill at rest; I am longing for some- 
thing which constifcates and comprises all enjoyment — 
''The sonl and sunlight of life's chilling air f and I can 
find it not. Hy heart is like my arms when I stretch them 
at night and grasp only the air. Well, darling, I shall see 
yon on Wednesday ; till then I am indeed alone ; till then 
my happiness is at a ''period,^ my very existence at a 
'' semi-colon,'' and ray very soul in a '' parenthesis.'' Does 
00 think of oo own Poppy half as much as he does of oo ? 
Tillers has come to town : he has been yegetating at Salis- 
bury and walking into a great pond on the common, from 
which latter predicament he was extricated by two women, 
whom he nngratefally designated by the appellation of 
"laoghing Hyenas." 

I will look oyer Elizabeth's letter and send you the 
address to-morrow. And now, my own darling, God bless 
you and farewell I In joy or sorrow, alone or in the world, 
anywhere, everywhere, and forerer, oo own, own 

PUHPT. 

LVI. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

[Tsken sttddanly ill.— YUlers.— Her pamphlet.] 

My Adored And Darling Poodle, — 

I WHS so more than grieved to write oo so short and 
mysterious a note last night : the fact was that the night 
of Miss Spence's party I was taken suddenly ill and during 
the whole of that night and yesterday suffered a great deal. 
At the moment I wrote to oo, I was mnch worse and 
thought it better to send for our Apothecary. I took that 
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opportnuity oY writing to oo, and not liking (0 alarm 00 
unnecessarily, said nothing aboat my illness. I am a Very 
great deal better to-day ; bnt as I a little feverish they will 
not let me go ont. I mast, therefore, my own Angel, 
forego the happiness I had so ardently hoped for till Mon- 
day. It is no Qse telling 00 how wretched I am at the 
delay — 00 can I am sure very well believe it. My note the 
day before yesterday, my darling of darlings, mu%i indeed 
have seemed oold after 00 delightful and dear letter, which 
I had not then received — ^to say the truth it was my health 
which made me think it doubtful if I conld come to 00. 
Pray, my most dear girl, don't be the least uneasy about 
me. XJp(m my Aonotir there is no cause ; and I have 
every sort of nursing here. I am sure I shall be perfectly 
recovered to-morrow, and will write 00 again this evening. 
Yillers has been here and exceedingly kind to me. He 
is coming here again, and I mention this, my very love of 
very loves, least Poodle should be silly enough to feel 
inclined to trot here. Talking of Yillers, by-the-bye, he 
told me that he never saw anything half so bootful as 00 ; 
and this is the truer, because he did not know how inter- 
ested I was in oo. Leave me out a line and when my 
servant brings you my evening bulletin he can bring it 
back. I have looked at your pamphlet, dearest, and will 
agiiin. Zoo may be sure, my adored girl for whom I can 
think of no epithet adequate to express one of my feelings, 
that zoo cannot wish more to be with Puppy for ever than 
he does, and even this day of privation has the comfort of 
being one day nearer to that final union. Ood bless 00, 
my own own, own darling : my love for you U like mirrors 
reflected in one another to an infinite series there is a 
mUU cohunes smile for 00 my love. Adieu, 00 own 

Idolatbous Pufpt* 
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LVIL 

To Hiss Wheeles. 

fPimys that bii rude temper and morbidity of mind be alUjad.— 
Never to give her a momeQt of unhappiDess.] 

Oh I Diy own Bose, what, what can words or even 
thoughts express or conceive equal to you or to my love for 
you ? If you were now here> which would predomiuate, 
my fondness or my adoration ? 

Should I kneel to yon or should I cover you with 
kisses ? My darling, my angel, I voill pray at last and not 
for yon but for myself. I will pray that I may become 
worthy, really worthy of your love, and that I may live 
long to repay you. I will pray that this rude temper may 
be softened and this morbidity of mind be allayed. NeTer, 
never, may I give you thro' my own fault a single 
moment of nnhappiness I My own love, if you oonld see 
my heart now, you would never d(mbi it for the future. 

No, darling, zoo must not come here. If I were the 
least worse, if I were even what might fairly be called ill, 
I would not deny myself such happiness, but I am getting 
better every hour, and do not think myself snfiBciently 
indisposed even to ask my mother to come here. 

Besides, darling, you would be sure to be discovered. 

William may be hero. My brothers may come. Even 
my mother — a thousand things in short might and wtmU 
occur which make it necessary, my own darling, for both 
our sakes, for mine as well as yours (since oo knows oo is to 
be Mrs. Montague) that oo should stay in oo kennel like a 
good Poodle. But me j^romitss oo one thing that directly 
me is worse mo will let oo know, and that if me cannot 
come to 00 in two days, oo wM come to met There, my 
own Eosa Hundi, too is satisfied. 
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I was going to say something about Hiss Spence^ bat I 
really cannot talk of indifferent people — my whole soul is 
full of 00 I Mell finish this to-morrow, when me hopes to 
tell 00 how much better me is. 

Well, Angel, me is jnst awake — me has slept like a 
dormonse and is rery considerably better this morning. He 
woke exclaiming ** dear, dear Bose P and Lady forthwith 
leapt on my bed, where she is at present thmsting her cold 
nose into the interior recesses. A note from my mother : 
She is coming here this morning. Oh my dearest, dearest 
girl, how I do thank you for your kindness, and how I do 
regret that I must depriye myself of the nipture — ^f or even 
a monxent with with yon U rapture — of seeing you ; but 
you must be aware your own self of the necessity of it.' 
Hy own, own love, believe me that I am not ungrateful — 
the smallest token of your affection does not escape me. 
Judge, then if I am insensible of tbis. Good-bye, my 
dearest Poodle, for the present ; me will write again in the 
evening and till that long moment me must wait for oo 
answer. Can anything convey to Poodle my love P if so, 
let her believe that Puppy has said it, and what is more, 
thought it to his very heart of hearts. God bless oo and 
grant I may be {hit means of doing it. Ever your own 
faithful Puppy who cares for nothing but his Darling 
Poodle. 

LVHL 

[Better in health.] 

Hy Dearest Love, — ^How more than kind in oo to write 
me such a charming long letter I I woUd not believe at 
first that it was all from oo, I turned it over and aver 
imagining I should discover one of those epistolary cheats, 
which you sometimes palm upon mc by making a packet of 
other people's letters. But when I woa certain it was all 
your own beautiful handwriting, I kissed it 1000 times 
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before I Teniared to begin bo delightful a treat. And then 
hoir Pnppj laaghed at Poodle's admirably witty (ieecrip- 
tions I Never, darling, was there anything half so jast, so 
bright, %o alive as oo wit I Me was quite enchanted. Me 
has deferred writing till me was up, in order to write when 
mo teas up, that oo might see how well me is. Me was up 
all the greater part of yesterday and for some hours the day 
before. It must indeed be more than a serious illness — ^it 
must be absolute inability to rise whioh could keep me in 
bed all day. Oo sees, therefore, darling, that all oo wise 
admonitions are useless. In the meanwhile I am doing 
marvelously well ; indeed my constitution is so elastic, that 
it springs up after any attack in one tenth part of the time 
any one else's would. It is something like the English 
Church in Waller's repartee to James 2^ who asked him 
why he adhered to a falling Church. '' Because, please 
your Majesty, that same falling Church has got such a 
happy knack of getting up again." Me will be quite well 
to-morrow and me will — [The conclusion wanting.] 

LIX. 

To Miss W^eeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Has been very unwell— but now fully recovered.] 

Look, my beauty, what you have reduced me to in 
writing-paper I Did you ever see a more author-like sheetF 
I am only returned from a long ride, hare only just read 
your letter, and have not yet warmed my hands, which is so 
numbed I can scarcely form a letter. Well, ^' never mind " 
the heart will dictate at least, so that the words at least will 
not be cold. I was very unwell yesterday with my old 
complaint, and finding myself no better this morning took 
a long early ride after Mr. Warburton's business. Upon 
my road home, I met your Uncle's carriage. He was with 
some lady not y#u, and all other ladies are the same as one 
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afiother in my eyes. And now loye, for a Tory severe bite 
for yonr most unwarrantable flattery I It is quite shame* 
fcl in yon to put all those ridiculous observations in the 
mouth of so sensible a woman as your friend Mrs. Roberts. 
All, my at — once — Adulator and Idol, when will you do 
me the justice to think that I know my self P But perhaps 
you arc going to realize Mrs. Boberts' anathema of keeping 
company with fools and puppies all your life, and as yon 
have already made me the one, so you are now preparing to 
make me the other I Very well, dearest ; do with me what 
you please, so long as yon condemn yourself to the afore- 
said penalty of living with me afterwards. Pardon, my 
own love, my dereliction of duty in wearing the chain. I 
ought to have remembered that all my trinkets are vowed 
to you and that as we have already learnt fnytn (or rather 
without) Moore to make '^ rings and seals,'' so a certain 
pair of boasted and beautiful arms constitute the only chain 
I am at liberty to wear. Tes, Rose, you did indeed look 
and ^' behave beantifnlly.'' As for me, I very seldom dare 
look at you, for fear of being betrayed into some unseemly 
sally which might have been visited with the most condign 
Vengeance of the Presiding Virgin. I already fancied 
myself given over to the secular paw of that terrible cat ; 
and so I looked at Miss Spence's golden locks '' and soothed 
the inward tempest into peace.'' 

No, my dear love, I did not hurt my side by running. 
And for even so small a gem ont of our mines of wealth as a 
look from you, or a touch of that dear hand, I would endure 
anything that might be felt only when you were away from 
me. I wonder if you can read this F I am so very cold ! 
I wish yon were able to feel how my heart beats. And so 
wo shall meet to-morrow if the day is fine. It shall he fine. 
Rose, for I will borrow one of your bright smiles to make 
it so. You know, my celestial bluer, that the magicians 
6t old charmed the elements by stealing the frown or the 
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glance, etc., etc., of the most beautiful woman iu the 
world. 

I cannot closo this letter without telling yon that I am 
quite recovered ; and that the only way, since my disorder 
is in ye heart, to prevent a relapse, will be to see yon, my 
not Bose, but Heartd, ease, to-morrow at twelve o'clock. 
Adieu, entirely and ever yours, L. B. 

LX. 

To M168 Wheeleb, Sir John Doyle's, Bart, Somerset 
Street, Fortman Square. 

riCeotiiig.] 

12 'Noon' 12 

14, No. 
♦1826* 
What says my dear Muse to Wednesday P If you call 
on me at four, it will be dusk by the time we reach Conduit 
Street. If we posponed it to a later hour, I fear we shall 
mies the ostensible personage (bethink yourself whether 
Campbell could be of use in bespeaking the ear of 
Saanders). I will send to-morrow (Wednesday) morning at 
nine o'clock for your answer — have the kindness to order it 
to be delivered to my messenger. Adieu, adieu \ ever yours, 

^ E. B. 
I have discovered your almost exact resemblance, in 
the figure of a Roman Oontadina, just published in Watts' 
'^ Souvenir.'' It is delightful, you yourself would fall in 
love with it. 

66, Warren Street, 
Monday SigJU, 
[Disguwd in Mise Landon*$ cramped handtoriting.} 
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LXI. 
To Miss Wheeleb^ 40, Somerset Street, 

["Fi]k]aQd"not Puppy.— Disappointed with it— *'The Sandwich 
Islands."—-" Memoirs of a Gentleman/'] 

My Adored And Darling Poodle, — ^Many— no not thanks, 
but kisses for 00 beaatif ul letter. '^ Falkland *^ has nothing 
to do with Pnppy. He is quite a different character and 
ment as snch. I have not drawn a person even whom I 
sbonld be flattered to resemble. My object in writing and 
publishing a book of that description, was to open somo 
field for the introduction of Poetry. Now if I had merely 
written an ordinary novel, howeyer good in its kind, there 
would have been nothing at all in its nature analogous to 
poetry, and nothing therefore presenting a good opening 
for its display. This is the same fault I find with 
"Sandwich Islands,'^ which moreoTer, written as well as 
the thing possibly could be, could never arise into a high 
style of composition, and never therefore recompense me 
for the inordinate bore of writing. Now if " Falkland '' 
succeeds at all, it will do so sufficiently to obtain a reading 
for " Poems ;*' and perhaps it may from its Hnffularity 
gain that reading for itself which its stupidity might other- 
wise deprive it of. With regard to the want of incident ; 
I am disposed upon a recollection of popular books to 
imagine that the most popular are those which abound 
rather in thoughts than events, and for this reason — 
thoughts come home to all people, events to very few : 
Every one has thought, hardly any acted. However, I own 
that I am not the least sanguine in '^ Falkland/' I own 
more. I am exceedingly disappointed, now that I have 
finished it, with my attempt. Literally and seriously, it 
falls very, very far short of the plan I had. intended to 
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execute. Bnt to finish this sabject, the book after all is 
only a trial. It has cost me little trouble and yet much 
more than any otber book of the sort ever would again. 

As for the '^ Sandwich Islands'' or the ^' Memoirs of a 
Gentleman/' I would finish either in a fortnight, and 
intend getting on with each and sending the beginnings to 
you, that you may decide which shall be concluded first. 
If ^^ Falkland'' succeeds I shall nerer publish the '' Sand- 
wich Islands," I shall have got beyond U; it would be like 
going back from College to School ; but I should the 
'' Memoirs of a Gentleman/' tho' not, I think, till towards 
the end of the season. My own darling zoo is is quite 
wrong in taking up the idea that Puppy has made Falk- 
land his speaking trumpet, and therefore I shall not answer 
00 pretty and witty obseryations on oo assumption of that 
error. 

Henry has serious thoughts of going to Columbia. Poor 
fellow I I begin to loye him now I think it possible I may 
lose him. I hare done much to dissuade him from it. Oh 
Boee, my own, own Bose, could you but know how my 
heart longs for you, how from every occupation and 
thought it turns to you, how all joy or at least that which 
is termed so, is cold and insipid because yon are not here, 
how I feel that if I only saw you I should be contented, 
that I would not even ask to speak to, or even touch you — 
then, my adored Kose, oo would at last know that I do love 
yon not as others love, but with an affection which beggars 
all words to convey even the faintest idea of its nature and 
extent Do you know, Angel, that the only thing which 
consoles me for not being with oo when oo is low spirited 
or ill, is the reflection that oo is not with me when I am ? 
And yonr Chest, your arm, darling, how are they ? was it 
not imprudent to go out to-day so much ? Remember that 
you have promised to take care of ooself— the greatest care« 
Mind oo keep that promise, or I will write to oo only three 
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lines a day I Will that be a panishment. Poodle P Ah I I 
hear 00 say, " Vain Pnppy P' 

I enclose yon a letter from the Baron de Rntzen abont 
y« Oarlsbad waters ; yon had better have advice which waters 
yon are to take. Pniy can yon find any notes from £. Gas- . 
coignc ? Do send them if you can I 

I Tfas sorry, darling, that I said anything against your 
mother's feelings the other day, since then I liad your 
letter, mentioning her presents ; I think that shewed heart 
— a capability of receiving impressions. I am rather 
inclined to suppose she conld feel warmly to yon, if yon 
would seem to do so to her — not by great actions, but by 
little appearances. Its petUs soins^ endearing expressions, 
etc. I)ow far yon think that worth while, rests with your- 
self ; but if yon do care abont her affection, it would be 
advisable to make the effort. Tell me abont Lady Caroline. 
Henery has a note this morning, / have not yet been 
honored. I shall call nowhere till I go to Town for good. 
Ellen has been in London for a few days, but I only heard 
it, I believe indeed she is still detained. And now, my 
own Poodle, Puppy must wish 00 good-bye. Think of 
Puppy ; but that me knows 00 will I As for me, me is all 
thought of Poodle. Oh, how me dreamt of 00 last night I 
Farewell, God ble^s 00. £. L. B. 

I must have ^* Falkland,'^ back again i(Hn4>rrow, Pray 
lot me know early how 00 arm and chest are. 

zoo dabl'o. 
LXII. 

To Miss Whebleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Napo1eon.--Pain cuttiDg a tooth.— Elizabeth.-^Miss Hodgson.] 

M V Dear, Dear Rose, — 

What shall I say to you in answer to yonr letter P 
Think for me of everything which* the most passionate 
attachment and gratitude can suggest, / have literallj no 



ii8 Lord Lyttoris Letters. 

words to thank yon— none I Yoa may conceive the tranai^ 
tion of feeling which it oocasioned, and the pleasure you 
will fiud in the happiness you gave me will be my best 
method of thanking you. I can fnlly> my own dearest 
love, enter into your feelings. I did not mention y^ circum- 
stance with sufScient consideration or foresight, and there- 
fore deserved what you have now so more than amply 
repaid. I never thought before that the Quarrels of Lovers 
could be such a renewal of Love I Think you not. Rose, 
that it was almost dangerous to find so much pleasure in 
reconciliation — it may be an inducement to quarrel F 
And shall I see you on Saturday at twelve P 
I am so happy, dearest at the thought, we are a world 
of lisses behind hand, and we must endeavour to pay off 
the arrears. William is staying here, but leaves me to-day 
to dine with the Ooscoignes. Napoleon comes here in his 
place, but leaves me in the morning. 

I am in great pain with the cutting of my Itut tooth of 
msdoin. Say something witty on the subject / find it too 
serioas for a joke. Thank you dearest, for Elisabeth's 
letter. What she is kind enough to say I attribute to its 
right cause — Viz., to her wish to reconcile you to your 
choice. If she to whom I have and coald say nothing 
fiattering should sj^eak well of me, how much more must 
/, being so flattered, speak well of her ? I am therefore 
afraid of saying anything, least it should be thought merely 
the law of retiiliation — the **ifou shall be Ovid and TibuUus 
I r^ But, soberly and gravely, I should be sincerely glad if 
she may hereafter like me, because I would not have any 
bar or obstacle to the continuance of a friendship which 
gives you so much pleasure, and I wouldnot have marriage 
change or diminish a single one of your affections. With 
regard to Miss Hodgson's fear of gaucherief etc., you know 
that I observed to you how very good her manners were and 
how very uncommon in one so young. Of her beauty I 
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hare already spoken ; and to oonolade this sabjeot, I 
merely say in answer to her flattery. ^' They best can give 
it who doserve it most/' 

Thank you, my dearest Bose, a thousand times for your 
commission about the wators. I shall see about them 
instantly. My dear^ dear Rose, may they do that office, 
which I trust will indeed belong to me — rid yon of every 
puiii 1 Forgive Puppy if he writes no more now. The 
great dog his brother is calling on him every moment to 
come away. He sends his heart to Poodle. Adieu, my 
dearest love [marks of kisses]. If this letter, my darling 
Poodle, is not everything kind and worthy of your letter, 
it is because my brother is making such a dreadful noise 
that I don't know a word I write. 

LXIIL 

To M168 Whssler, 40, Somerset Street 

[Portman Square.— Toothache.— " The lost man."] 

Bose, Bose, My Adored And Darling Bose,— Ten million 
— not thanks, but parentheses for your letters. I fear, my 
dearest girl, that my letter yesterday was short* and I know 
it did not say half enough ; but what letter, what words 
ever did ? Even our parentheses leave all but the 100th 
part of our love inezprest. 

Tour Mother's letter seems kind, and I long very much 
to sec the preface she speaks of. Pray tell me what Miss 
Spenoc says to it ; and could you not contrive to let me 
look over some little passage of your wridngP I had so 
promised myself the happiness of seeing you to-day at that 
temple of Chastity and Chatter, that I scarcely know how 
to controul my disappointment. The fact is that my infan- 
tine tooth, which gave me so much pain yesterday, behaved 
BtiU more ungratefully last night ; and the whole of my 
mouth and throat are so grievously painful and inflamed. 
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thftt I canuot even speak with any degree of ''ease to my- 
self or of intelligibility to others.'' I am therefore sitting 
in penance and flanuol^ practising patience against the goat, 
and invoking to my diseased tonsils all the aids of Fortitude 
and Oargle ; but ever and anon, even as a hand sweepeth a 
piano comes a sharp hurrying agony across the whole range 
of my masticating ntensils, putting the finish to my mis- 
fortunes and giving me shrewd suspicions of an universal 
robcllion in that refractory region. I send yon, my darling, 
a book which I have borrowed for a day or two for that 
express purpose. I seems to me excessively clever, and I 
think will amnse you. The story of '' The lost Man ** 
shows, I think, very great powers for a much higher style 
of composition. Napoleon was hei-e yesterday and diverted 
me much. I don't think I shall live with him — ^afc all events 
I shall take some time to decide. By-the-bye, he saw Lady 
Caroline the other day. She asked if I had seen much of 
you and wished much to '' pump " him ; Poor man I ho was 
and is perfectly in the dark as to the whole affair. Ten mil* 
lion more kisses, my own darling, for your letter which is 
just arrived. It is read, and now before it is answered, 
take the following {marhi of ittMf^]. Pray, darling, shall 
we not kiss prettily to-morruw. Darling (D)(A)(B)(L)* 
(I)(N)(0) ? Zoo must excuse my most wretched of pupen 
I have no other in the house, and when one lives in the 
country, one must put up with the various inconveniences 
uttcndunt on rustication. Oh I wliat a twinge was there I 
Fie I Fie ! Fie I Now do you really believe. Hose, that I 
Ciin swallow (particularly with such a dilapidated throat) 
all the amazing quantity of "fudge" as Mr. Burchell w4 
say, with w^ you have filled your letter ? Vain as I am, 
my vanity is not of so capacious a credulity but ^' no more 
of this nn thou lov'st me." I have just finished Lawrence's 
'' Lectures.^ How very much disappointed I am I There 
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is notliing so interesting as inquiry into the connection 
beti^een mind and body, and nothing really profonnd, or 
evidently tme/has ever been said on the subject. How 
weary, stulc and anpro6 table nearly alt books npon morals 
seem to me I How much that is shiillow appears to me in 
what is nsaally thought deep ! How much of error in 
what has hithci-to been received as an axiom ! The more 
we reflect ourselves, the less we are satisfied with the 
thoughts of others ; and this is one reason among the many 
why old men so seldom admire (anything but 00 at least). 

Remember to-morrow. My grey horse is returned. I 
am going to sell him forth with. I shall not indulge in a 
single luxury till I have completed my '^itery labours/' 
which for the last 2 or 3 days have been entirely at a stop, 
and I am in too great pain to-day to be able to take advan- 
tage of my confinment. The ''Satire'' I shall not 
touch till I see how ^'Falkland '' succeeds. I am in some 
doubt whether I shall write an article Ag*^ tlie Portugueso 
Expedition ; perhaps the reward would not bo worth the 
trouble. 

And now, my own darling, let me turn wholly to yon 
—to you, to whom are given, like the power of St. Peter, 
the keys and entrance of heaven, my most beatiful bride, 
my cverytliing that the softest kiss can breathe. I have 
been suffering myself to dream over the future ; I have 

drawn in my mind's eye all except those odious C n, 

which I venture to hope for as possible. 

Thank you, Rose, for believing my love at last. There 
is nothing on earth but one great thought, and that is 00. 
Terror & Lady Terror send their best regards. Her Lady- 
ship object to the unseemly forwardness of Mrs. Poodle in 
transmitting such basiatary messages to Mr. Terror. 
Lady Terror is not jealous ; but cannot help having a 
proper regard to her own dignity, and to the respect due 
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thftt I canuot even speak with any degree of ''ease to my- 
self or of intelligibility to others.'' I am therefore sitting 
in penance and flanucl, practising patience against the gont, 
and invoking to my diseased tonsils all the aids of Fortitude 
and Oargle ; but ever and anon, oven as a hand sweepeth a 
piano comes a sharp hnrrying agony across the whole range 
of my masticating ntensils, putting the finish to my mis- 
fortunes and giving me shrewd suspicions of an universal 
r'ibcUion in that refractory region. I send yon, my darling, 
a book which I have borrowed for a day or two for that 
express purpose. I seems to me excessively clever, and I 
think will amuse you. The story of '' The lost Man '' 
shows, I think, very great powers for a much higher style 
of composition. Napoleon was here yesterday and diverted 
me much. I don't think I shall live with him — at all events 
I shall take some time to decide. By-the-bye, he saw Lady 
Caroline the other day. She asked if I had seen much of 
you and wished much to *' pump " him ; Poor man I ho was 
and is perfectly in the dark as to the whole affair. Ten mil- 
lion more kisses, my own darling, for your letter which is 
just arrived. It is read, and now before it is answered, 
take the following [marTc^ of ibtsirf«]. Pray, darling, shall 
we not kiss prettily to-morruw. Darling (D)(A)(B)(L)- 
(I)(N)(0) ? Zoo must excuse my must wretched of paper* 
I have no other in the house, and when one lives in the 
country, one must put up with the various inconveniences 
uttendsint on rustication. Oh I what a twinge was there I 
Fie I Fie 1 Fie I Now do yon really believe, Bose, that I 
can swallow (particularly with such a dilapidated throat) 
all the amazing quantity of *' fudge" as Mr. Burchell w4 
suy, with w^ you have filled your letter ? Vain as I am, 
my vanity is not of so capacious a credulity but ^' no more 
of this fin thou lov'st me." I have just finished Lawrence's 
'' Lectures.^ How very much disappointed I am I There 
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18 nothing 80 interesting as inquiry into the connection 
beti^een mind and body, and nothing really profound, or 
evidently trne/haa ever been said on the subject. How 
weary, stale and unprofitable nearly all books upon morals 
seem to me ! How much that is shallow appears to me in 
what is usually thought deep I How much of error in 
what has hitherto been received as an axiom I The more 
we reflect ourselves, the less we are satisfied with the 
thoughts of others ; and this is one reason among the many 
why old men so seldom admire (anything but 00 at least). 

Remember to-morrow. My grey horse is returued. I 
am going to sell him foi-th with. I shall not indulge in a 
single luxury till I have completed my '^ litery labours,'' 
which for the last 2 or 3 days have been entirely at a stop, 
and I am in too great pain to-day to be able to take advan- 
tage of my confinment. The ''Satire'' I shall not 
touch till I see how '^ Falkland " succeeds. I am in some 
doubt whether I shall write an article Ag^ the Portuguese 
Expedition ; perhaps the reward would not be worth the 
trouble. 

And now, my own darling, let me turn wholly to yon 
—to you, to whom are given, like the power of St. Peter, 
the keys and entrance of heaven, my most beatiful bride, 
my everything that the softest kiss can breathe. I have 
been suffering myself to dream over the future ; I have 

drawn in my mind's eye all except those odious C n, 

which I venture to hope for as possible. 

Thank you, Rose, for believing my love at last. Thero 
is nothing on earth but one great thought, and that is 00. 
Terror & Lady Terror send their best regards. Her Lady« 
ship object to the unseemly forwardness of Mrs. Poodle in 
transmitting such basiatory messages to Mr. Terror. 
Lady Terror is not jealous ; but cannot help having a 
proper regard to her own dignity, and to the respect due 
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thftt I oanuot even speak with any degree of ''ease to my- 
self or of intelligibility to others." I am therefore sitting 
in penance and flannel, practising patience against the goat, 
and invoking to my diseased tonsils all the aids of Fortitude 
and Oargle ; but ever and anon, even as a hand sweepeth a 
piano comes a sharp hurrying agony across the whole i-ange 
of my masticating ntensils, putting the finish to my mis- 
fortunes and giving me shrewd suspicions of an universal 
rebellion in that refractory region. I send yon, my darling, 
a book which I have borrowed for a day or two for that 
express purpose. I seems to me excessively clever, and I 
think will amuse yon. The story of '' The lost Man ^ 
shows, I think, very great powers for a much higher style 
of composition. Napoleon was here yesterday and diverted 
me much. I don't think I shall live with him — at all events 
I shall take some time to decide. By-the-bye, he saw Lady 
Caroline the other day. She asked if I had seen much of 
you and wished much to *' pump '' him ; Poor man I ho was 
and is perfectly in the dark as to the whole affair. Ten mil- 
lion more kisses, my own darling, for your letter which is 
just arrived. It is read, and now before it is answered, 
take the following \maTlc$ ot kisses]. Pray, darliug, shall 
we not kiss prettily to-morruw. Darling (D)(A)(R)(L)- 
(I)(N)(0) ? Zoo must excuse my most wretched of paper. 
I have no other in the house, and when one lives in the 
country, one must put up with the various inconvenienoes 
uttendunt on rustication. Oh I wliut a twinge was there I 
Fie ! Fie I Fie ! Now do you really believe, Bose, that I 
can swallow (particularly with such a dilapidated throat) 
all the amazing quantity of ''fudge'' as Mr. Burchell w4 
suy, with w^ you have filled your letter ? Vain as I am, 
my vanity is not of so capacious a credulity but ** no more 
of this nn thou lov'st me.'' I have just finished Lawrence's 
** Lectures." How very much disappointed I am I There 
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is nothing so interesting as inquiry into the connection 
beti^cen mind and body, and nothing really profound, or 
evidently trne/has ever been said on the subject. How 
weary, stulc and unprofitable nearly alt books upon morals 
seem to me ! How much that is shallow appears to me in 
what is usually thought deep ! How much of error in 
what has hitherto been received as an axiom I The more 
we reflect ourselves, the less we are satisfied with the 
thoughts of others ; and this is one reason among the many 
why old men so seldom admire (anything but 00 at least). 

Remember to-morrow. My grey horse is returned. I 
am going to sell him forth with. I shall not indulge in a 
single luxury till I have completed my '^ litery labours,'' 
which for the last 2 or 3 days have been entirely at a stop, 
and I am in too great pain to-day to be able to take advan- 
tage of my confinment. The *' Satire'' I shall not 
touch till I see how ^' Falkland " succeeds. I am in some 
doubt whether I shall write an article Ag*^ the Portuguese 
Expedition ; perhaps the reward would not bo worth the 
trouble. 

And now, my own darling, let me turn wholly to you 
— to you, to whom are given, like the power of St. Peter, 
the keys and entrance of heaven, my most beatiful bride, 
my everything that the softest kiss can breathe. I have 
been suflfering myself to dream over the future ; I have 

drawn in my mind's eye all except those odious C n, 

which I venture to hope for as possible. 

Thank you, Rose, for believing my love at last. Thera 
is nothing on earth but one great thought, and that is 00. 
Terror & Lady Terror send theii* best regards. Her Lady- 
ship object to the unseemly forwardness of Mrs. Poodle in 
transmitting such basiaiorif messages to Mr. Terror. 
Lady Terror is not jealous ; but cannot help having a 
proper regard to her own dignity, and to the respect due 
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lore. Bee the Ohinese 
map — it will give jou 
some idea of the geo- 
graphy of my own 
heart. Le Voice I I 
anderstand I have 
eyery probably chance 
of the Borough; bnt 
we mnst not be too 
sangnine yet. Yoa 
are right as to my 
motto^ and in 3^ honso 
I will play the boldesfc 
game ever played since 
Pitt's time^-the arch cheat of the country. In politics, 
like whist, tricks are more obtain than Mwmn. I will 
play for one, and trust to luck for the other. Alas ! that, 
after all, one should only despise what one takes so much 
trouble to win ! So, my Dream, you are going to be more 
beautiful than ever to-night I I never told yon, Bose— 
tho' I have internally felt the greatest gratitude for it — how 
much you have chaimed me by your consideration of my 
request. Ah, what human skill could ever make the Bose 
more beautiful than it is ? 

My .mother is daily expected in Town. I send you a 
letter from Gockbnrn, received about the same time I 
renewed our correspcmdence from Knebworth. Don't rack 
your brains, love, to know what was contained in the part 
I liavo torn out. The reason, not to tantalize you for my 
doing so, was that other names besides yours were men- 
tioned. You see, dearest, I am not that very general 
admirer you seem to think me. Well, here I must leave 
oft now. Pray let me know how you are and all about you, 
and take the following \maTke ef hines\. 



Lerd Lyttan's Letters. 127 

Dear^ doar, dearest Bose, ever most passionately and 
faithfally yoara. £• L. B. 

LXVII. 

To M188 Wheeleb^ 40^ Somerset Street. 
[Lady Caroline — ^Tooth-ache— Novel nearly finished.] 

My own pretty Poodle with the grey eyes and black tail, 
one carl of which last, I am in such doubt whether to havo 
(mark the good of your marginal hint, by-tho-bye) woven 
into a chain, or twisted into a ring, or put into a largo, 
large locket My own pretty Poodle, how does 00 do ? 
Ah I that odious tooth-ache — ^well do I know and well can 
I pity your sufferings. Pray let me know early to-morrow 
how it is. Mine still ooutinnes — face, ear, jaw, throat, 
teeth — one pain. But one gets accustomed to even evil at 
lagt, which alone makes me hope that I shall be able to 
endure you as a wife, or that I shall be able to endure my- 
self till yon are. Do, dearest, take care of ooself. 

I am in such rage and despair that the waters have not 
come. I hope by to-morrow that they will certainly be in 
Town. Ah Bose, my own own Hose, how indeed shall we 
be able to support the long, long time that is to take place 
before we are all in all to each other ; but I own to you 
that I cannot persuade myself tluit we are not yet '' to meet 
as we have met T^ I look forward with hope to one of those 
thousand opportunities which love only knows how to 
improve, and which we shall not therefore be sentenced not 
to find. Puppy and Poodle must get in spite of them all 
— what ? Quess, love 1 Does 00 guess ? If so, 00 smiles 
even in spite of the toothache. Yes, my own Quiutes- 
senoe of Darlingry, let us trust to our own affection, 
which is better even than good luck. As long as we (fo so 
trust, we cannot despair. In the meanwhile I shall meet 
you at Misa Spence's— any and everywhere— till we can 
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meet alone. Zoo, my own darling, will be happier than 
me, because oo does not love with that vehemence and 
passion which I do. I do not dispute your attachment, nor 
its nature, nor its purity, nor its strength, nor its reality — 
all that I say is that it is cooler and less intense than my 
own, and you can bear absence better because you can feci 
it less. You can live npon hope better than I can. I can 
only turn forever and forever to Eemembranco and — ^but I 
will not, my own darling, afflict you by saying mora on this 
subject. I ment to have written yon only a light and 
flippant letter, and I will yet keep my intention. Poor 
liady Caroline I I should think that except the late Queen 
there never was a woman so fallen and degraded from all 
she really might have been. 

To do wrong is nothing— to be reproached with it by 
Lady Gresley is indeed the very abyss of humiliation. I 
intend calling there directly my tooth is the least better — 
perhaps like Miss Spence, she will ask me to meet you. 

Apropos of Miss Spence, how does the novel get on P 
Let me know when your labours will be finished. As for 
mine, I only wait for two books which I cannot get and yet 
must refer to before I put the finishing stroke. One hard 
da/s work will complete it — ^and then woe to all ye book- 
sellers and Publishers, woe I I have just thought (oh that 
last shoot !) of a probable cure for our toothache. Some 
barbarous nation or other, believing woman was (as in 
Genesis) taken from the body of the man, supposes that love 
is nothing more than yearning of the divided parts to join 
together again. Now I suppose our toothaches of this nature. 
OncBy darling, our kisses united our mouths so closely that 
they were one — ^they are now only pining to be once more so 
united. I return your " Will.*'* It seems to me to mani- 

* Extract from wUl of Rosina Anne Doyle Wheeler, datedJan. 8rd, 
18^:^" I do will and bequeath all and every real estate nad 
estates, as also my copyhold and customary estate or estates of ^ h«ii6o- 
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fest every proper feeling towards your mother. As for the 
rest, my adored gir]^ I cannot speak to yon upon fo painfnl 
and bitter a subject. To turn to something more light, I 
enclose you a letter just receiyed from my cousin Mr. 
Pigott, partly because it illustrates the maxim, ^* Save a thief 
from the gallows and he'll cut your throat/' for I preserved 
him the other day from utterly ruining himself by deal- 
ing with Jews, and in return ho wishes me to rnin myself 
by dealing with him. To this I shall put a most peremp- 
tory negative. I have this other reason in sending it you. 
I wish you to see that even the greatest fools can be in love, 
and that we must therefore be sure to excel them in their 
own metier by loving as much and as well as we possibly 
can. No fear of that, say you I I allow it. 'J'error and 
Lady are on each side of me— I am therefore the happy 
(would I could say the golden) medium. Strange is it that 
our love is the only thing in the world which has no medinm 
and no extreme either, for we never get to the end of it, and 
it goes on increasing like the discoveries at the Noi-th Pole, 
which will (Dr. Herschell supposes) finally open into a New 
World. 

I like beginning a new page well, and tliereforo take the 
following [marks of kisses], all of the best order and qual- 
ity, and not numbered because they represent infinity. 

I think it not impossible that W™ Nap. and I may all 
lie down in the same Kennel ; what a triple Oerbcrus we 
shall be ! Alas I I must go to-morrow to draw upon my 
capital ; it gives me the most painf al concern, but I find 

ever nature kind or quality that I have the power of giving bequeath* 
log or disposiDg limiting or appointing unto my Executors and that 
my said Executors shall stand possessed of all and every such estate 
and states and the rents and issues etc. upon the trusts hereinafter 
named and to pay the interest dividends and proceeds of my personal 
estate etc. to my mother during her natural life then to Mnry 
Letltia Greene etc. of Swords near Dublin^ etc. etc. " 
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my debts still heavier than I bad foreeeen I God rage I one 
can conqaer all things bat Trnth and the Toothache I Oh I 
oh I 

Adien, my own Darling of Delight, write me a long 
letter, and belieye me oyer a trae, true Pnppy (but that I 
know yon will), in whose head there are a thousand follies, 
but in whose heart there is only one thing — Poodle. 

E. L. B. 

I hope to do yonr yerses to-night. 

LXVIII. 

To Hiss Whbeleb, 40, Somerset Street 
[Novel nearly finished.— To include some verses sent to her.] 

My Own Darling Poodle, — I only write a few lines to 
tell yon I am better and longing for a letter from yon. 
More than a few lines I cannot write, becaase this is all the 
paper there is in the bouse, and in sending to town for 
some, I send this letter also to you, the waters I hope you 
will certainly have by Monday. lam so grateful to you for 
the commission. Do get quite well. My own love, I wish 
you could know how dejected I am at my disappointment 
in not seeing you to-day. Literally I feel as a blind man 
who, having just recovered his sight, is as suddenly deprived 
of it' : perhaps a more dignified and applicable simile would 
be — like a puppy dog who has just hvA a bone snatched out 
of his mouth. 

1 hope I shall be able to get on with the novel to-day ; 
BO as to finish it by Monday ; but W» who is certainly the 
most really kind relation I have, is coming to pass the 
evening here. Pray, Eose, as I should like very much to 
link you to anything I write or do, may I put som^ of the 
verses I have addressed to you into my novel ? if so perhaps 
you could send mo, for I do not remember them, those 
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beginning with " Ah '* let ns love while yet we may.* 1 
think this wonld be bat rights as I baye drawn the lady to 
whom they are addressed somewhat like you, at least as to 
person, talking of that, I cannot bat deeply regret for 
another reason my present confinement, to., the delay it 
has occasioned to the taking of year picture. I h6pe, how- 
ever, to get oat to-morrow. W» has told me some obser- 

Tations of Miss O s, which seem to shew a very clever 

and rather original mind. Adien^ my Rose of Boses — ^my 
darling adieu t E. L. B. 

LXIX. 

[Blinbeth.— Lady Caroline's note.— Proposed MtHtary Career.- 
Cockburn, dissimilarity of pursuits. 1 

Well, love, we have now six long, long days to come, 
till we meet ; ti pusia, et puais f Ah I ten million kisses 
till then, and how many million after? Yon must not 
give away too many kisses to year ''own Elizabeth.^' I 
allow yon — ^let me see— fifty I not one more, mind, or yon 
mast answer to me for the loan with so exorbitant an 
interest that yon shall not have a single one left to give 
away for all the rest of yoar life. Miss Kichardson's note 
is like her. I have a very — opinion of her. Lady Caroline's 
note is exqaisite, if an imitation of mother as well as writ- 
ing ; bat 00 does not please mo by retailing her naughty 
words. The LeporcUo business is nipped i* the bud. The 
Depaty bath been seized with a marvellous and exceeding 
fear, and ref nseth to act ; something else must be done* or 
after all I think some pretty expressions very bitter indeed, 
said pnblickly to the Object will answer the purpose. 
Enough of this now. 

I have jnst returned from the War Ofllce, where I have 
been worrying abont " my military interests " — «ill for love 
and glory f you know, Helas, that the '' maid of matchless 
charms'' shonld not have a lover more famed for deeds of 
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amis than an unattached ensign on half pay ! Oo were not 
jealous \ oo knows ooself too well to be jealous. I intend 
positively — and I give you fair notice — to be inconstant 
directly I find any one more beautiful than oo but as I shall 
be very old before then, I fear no odc would have mOy and I 
should be driven back to oo again. Do you know, Bo6e> 
that I was so ill and feverish last night, 

"Isleptr- 
The same fair image on my slumber kept/' 

I had no refuge. '' Ah^ that love, that love I^' as Listen 
says. I never, never, never saw you so beautiful as you 
were yesterday when /arranged your hair. I am vastly of 
opinion that I shall greatly improve you. What does oo 
think of it ? A rap — a dun. Ah I that odious system of 
paying for what one wants. It is really singular, but God 
and money seem to struggle which has the greatest power 
over us, for we can no more exist without the one than we 
can without the other. I have about £30 to last for the 
next two months, but I will pay my debts. Oh, this novel, 
this novel 1 — 



' No Scrivener going to write It. 
No publisher going to buy." 



Apropos of novels, tell me about Ottley I The Gas- 
coignes have called on oo to-day — n'est ce past Does oo 
know enough of Latin to read Oicero ? there are some sv^k 
thoughts in his Philosophical Works. I was looking at 
them to-day. Whenever I meet with anything beautiful, I 
always long for my own Eose I Gold, cold, cold is the day. 
Such are the proper days for kissing, love. Who was oo in 
the habit of kissing first ? Oo has learnt the art very per- 
fectly, Gockbum has been with me this morning — we went 
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to 7^ office togother. Alas^ how f riondship depends on simi- 
larity of pnrsnitB rather than temper I We feel we have not 
one sabject in common. We used to have so many. How 
fond I am of ntter^ utter loneliness ; it is the thing most 
dear to me after 00. Why, by-the bye, are there so few 
people who can bear solitude ? I mean solitude without 
occupation, no books, music, writing, nothing but thoughL 
How wrong Montaigne was when he said we don't 
think except when we write or read. There is not a 
moment of the day — ^walking, riding, drinking, eating, even 
sleeping — ^in which I am not thinking. This might be 
singular formerly ; it is no wonder now, love, is it ? Well, 
I must go to my mother ; Tve not seen her for three days^ 
and my heart smites me. Oood-bye, my love, my life, my 
adored and darling Bose. 

All yours, 

£• L. B. 

LXX. 

[Hypochondriacal— Peas and fires at the AUieniBum.] 

My Bose Of Roses, — I am so angry with myself for my 
ignorance of Sabbatical customs in England. I always 
(what a horrid pen 1) imagined that the Twopenny Post 
performed its functions the same to-day as to-morrow, and 
have only just been informed of my error. In consequence 
of this you will have a letter to-morrow which ought in my 
opinion to have been delivered two hours ago, and I am 
therefore writing this with cold hands by a bad fire, instead 
of eating my dinner like a sensible man and good Oliristian. 
I enclosed in the aforesaid unfortunate epistle the Beviewer's 
note. I forget whether I complimented yon upon the 
encomium on yourself. The Beviewer seems a sensible 
man, and a wise ; and has discerned that the inspirations 
of the Sybil were written on rose-leaves. 
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Poor Miss Spenoel Haye you seen your friend 
** Elizabeth " to-day, and have yon been too prodigal P 
Pray keep an exact aooonnt of all yon have spent ; nothing 
is like a proper Economy, and yon can't reasonably suppose 
that I am to starve myself upon hopes while yon are in act 
and deed playing the spendthrift with our only wealth- 
kisses. Nerer mind the scantiness of the £30, dearest; 
money makes itself wings whatever be the amount, but love 
only has wings when he is a little boy ; when he grows to 
a great size he leaves them off with his frills and short 
jsickets, and then he becomes, like most other young men, 
so indolent and inactive that one can't get him away if one 
would : 

This is one of my gloomy days ; no wonder, since you 
are not here. Ah, my dearest Bese, how true it is that 
'' talk is but a tinkling cymbal, and company but a galleiy 
of pictures, where there is no love I" How we have 
exhausted pleasure in the prodigality of moments, and how 
insipid after an interview with you seems all the nothings 
of the world to which it is made a penance to return. My 
last letter will answer your questions ; let this only xeply to 
your parentheses. Let me see : 

E. L. B. creditor to B. W. 700,000 

800,000 

40 

900,000 

7,000 

6 

8 



8nm total 24,007,049 



There they are, 24,007,049 lymrks of ikisseff]. You see 
I follow your advice, and make haste to discharge all my 
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debts. Oh^ Rose, my own^ own darlings how I do love 
jroQ I E^ery line I receive from yon^ every moment I am 
with you inereaeee my paesion, becanse it shews me how 
mach you deserve it. How very seldom it is that love can 
be lasting I — so you say, so all people say. Why ? Becanse 
it is 80 very seldom that we love both the mind and person ; 
if we do not love the latter, the sentiment is too weak and 
cold to satisfy ns long ; if we do not love the former, the 
illusion is merely of the senses, and fades in proportion to 
its gratification; bnt I, Rose, love yon so wholly and 
entirely that no one else seems to roe either clever or beauti* 
fnh I, who have never been jealons of the merit of other 
people for myself, become jealous of it for you ; and tho' I 
suffer all tMn to be as clever and charming as possible, I do 
not grant to a wimtan any single good quality (zoo has 
stolen and monopolized them all, and so beggared the 
universe). 

I am glad, dearest, that you allow you have a natural 
genius for kissing, but all talents run to ruin if suffered 
to lie fallow, you must be sure to keep up Ood's gifts by 
constant application and practice — always, however, re- 
membering that to be perfect one must only consult one 
model, and that I, as your private tutor, most absolutely 
and earnestly protest against your taking lessons from any 
other instructor whatever. I don't know why it is that I 
feel so hypochondriacal to*night, but — ^but there — ^let me 
kiss it away [marks of kisses] . 

I saw a very early flame of mine to-day. Let me see I 
it is five years since I met her. How time has altered her, 
not in person but mind. How vivacity has grown into 
assurance. How all the dawn of the mind, as somebody 
prettily enough calls innocence, has been rubbed and fretted 
away. There is nothing so revolting to me as coarseness ; 
and Englishwomen who have been, like her, two or three 
years on the- Oestinent, do get so coarse t wl»t snrojfss mo 
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tbe most is that they think it foreign ease and grace ; as if 
the great fault in very high society abroad (tho' only society 
there is not disgracefal in despotic countries) were not too 
great a stiffness and affectation of refinement, Italy of 
course excepted. Well^ Rose, my own darling, where have 
been to-day ? Let me know. I hope you have followed 
my injunctions — wrapped yourself up well, subjected your- 
self to no changes, avoid all draughts as carefully as I do 
duns ; and, in short, been in every respect careful to pre- 
serve alliterations, and to be as prudent as pretty. I am 
going to sit up to-night. I have letters from abroad to 
answer ; nothing too, for the good of the mind like weary- 
ing the body. 

I write this at the Atheneeum, where I am going to 
dine, I wish by-the-bye, they would give better peas & fires. 
I shall in all probability leave this myself, and I shall then 
return home for the rest of the night. So you see, you 
have a detailed account of all my plans and projects for the 
next 12 hours, which are becoming very quiet and regular, 
in order to practice for Matrimony. 1 have no eBprit de 
Rose here ; all looks pragmatic and purple ; except two 
very bad legs, which have been walking up and down to my 
great discomfort in a pair of light grey pantaloons. Adieu, 
dearest Rose, may your dreams be as happy as our love shall 
make the future ; and yet I will not say adieu while this 
envelope remains unfilled. It is something, in the midst of 
those series of dull occupations which fritter away life, to 
dwell, though for a moment only, on the communications 
of the soul. What is it that now addresses you ? Nothing 
personal, tangible, real, — nothing but the thoughts which 
in themselves are without form or substance, and are only 
made visible by this medium which receives and embodies 
them. But these thoughts, my own, own love, are like the 
Sylphs of Belinda — ^they never leave you for a moment, and 
are not the less existent because they are unseen. You will 
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teoieye my other letter to-morrow morning. What a long 
one yon will owe me in retarn. Pray obeerve bow close 
the lines are in both of them ; and now^ at last, my life^ my 
love, my own, own Bose, I mnst tear myself from yoiu 
Erer, ever, and entirely yonrs, 

E. L. B« 

LXXI. 

To Miss Whbbleb, 40, Somerset Street 

IMumy.— Ck>lbarn.] 

27/A November, 182tf. 
Pray, am I going to have an answer to my too long 
letters or not ? I shall, and indeed can, only write one 
letter now, for I am going all over the Town, to serve a man 
who was once kind to me ; bat that one line shall tell yon 
gaodish news. I have been to Murray, who was marvellously 
complimentary, and says he will publish my poem to-mor- 
row, if I wish it ; but advises two things ; Urst, to wait till 
the end of January ; secondly, to spend that time in revis- 
ing and lengthening it. He spoke about Golburn, and I 
quite drew iron smiles from his cheeks, when I told him I 
would add a line or two upon that Oracle of Burlington St. 
Well, my darling, pray write, for my soul hungers and 
thirsts after writeausness — ^ten million [fnarJks of kisses] 
and 15 [bites}. 

E. L. B. 
LXXII. 

Peath of Duke of York.— Fear of arrest.— " Memoirs of a Ocntlc- 

man."] 

My Darling, Darling Poodle, — 

Oo — I beg pardon — zoo letter gave me the greatest 
delight, — ^to-morrow we are to meet 1 After we have said 
that, does not the whole purpose of language, while absent, 
seem answered ? What have our thoughts for occupation 
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but the prospect of reunion, or what dionld words ntter bat 
the day on which it is to be ? To-morrow we are to meet ! 
I oonld repeat that sentence for ever. Take away from me 
all other ntterance — I should scarcely feel the Ices while 
that one phrase was left to me 1 From one thonght, which 
is youy my mind is still more condensed into one hope, and 
that is to see you. Ah I those moments so rich in the ful- 
ness of existence, do we feel, do we prize them enough, 
were thoy lost ? Do we linger sufficiently oyer each, and 
make the recollection of the instant that has glided by only 
swell still more the rapture of that which we are enjoying f 
There is a Vague, OTorflowing, inexpressible happiness in 
being but in the same room with j^ one we love — eyen if 
we do not speak, move, or even look upon that face which 
is U vari livre d$ la nature to us, a sort of inward, possess- 
ing, pervading joy like that which I could fancy flowers 
have in the presence of the sun. But when to this more 
simple transport be added all that which love can give or 
receive — ^lip, breath, bosom, all, all blent and united into 
one wTiole^ made up of a thousand emotions, one of which 
were a rapture — ^what wonder that the life we awaken to 
seems so wearisome and cold, or that from the Creation of 
the World the best part of Nature has been its yearning and 
desire to love ? " To-morrow I am to meet you 1" Let me 
say and dream once more over that thought, and tben^; then 
I will turn from the future to the present ; from the you 
of to-morrow to the you of to-day. 

How are you — ^how is your head, your ann ? are you 
perfectly well ? Me is still better-— quite recovered indeed. 
Perhaps me shall hear from Colburu to-night. Me willg^t 
some block sealingwax. Me is very much disgusted with 
"The poor Duke of York,*' and me above all hates the 
cant of the " de mortuis nil nisi bonum." Public Charac- 
ters never die ; and nothing is so onschievous to mankind 
as to make the Orave such a " beautifier of the dead.'' 
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The Duke of York was a weak, arbitrary, tyrannical bigot, 
and the mummiDg adulation of a London Mob cannot alter 
that character which a long unprofitable, degraded life was 
at the trouble of confirming. Well, k>TO, me is going to 
send down to the bank, for me is in most immient danger 
of arrest. Me wants to show 00 another reason for writing 
like a di-agon this year above all others. Me is therefore 
going on with the ^'Memoirs of a Gentleman,'' which me 
ip writing solely for other people, not for myself. Directly 
the first volume is done me will get some one to take it to 
another bookseller, for me would not like to appear in it 
myself, for me will write 2 or 3 Yolnmes solely in propor« 
tion to the price. 

And now, my own Poodle, good-bye ! Me will send in 
the evening for 00 letter, and till then me must do what 
me can. Adieu I Ever your mofit — ^Ali ! those silly insuf- 
ficient words ! Me may kiss 00 again now, and me will, 
Zoo beautiful Poodle I 

E. L. B. 

Lxxm. 

[Her audscfty about Norel.] 

My Dearest Lore, — I am only this instant returned 
from the country, and have only 5 minutes (literally) to 
write to you and to dress for dinner. A rap at the door ! 
Oan it be the postman's ? Gun it be fraught with a letter 
from you ? {Mark^ of iiM(w.] So much for the letter 
which Is from you. But I have scarcely time now to say a 
word. 

Ood bless you, my dearest, dearest Bose. Pray forgive 
this short letter. 

Ever most — yours, 
E. L. B. 

/angry with ywil 1 1 Your audacity about the novel 
is quite absurd — ^you can never get that sum — never 1 
Adieu. 
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LXXIV. 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 
[At Mr. Knight's.— Lady Caroline and Russel thete.-»Abemetfaj.] 

My Dearest Bosiua, — I have retarned to Town, and 
am much better for my short excursion. I saw Lady 
Oaroline at Mr. Johnes Knights'. Conceive her surprise 
and mine too at finding Bnssel there I She behaved well 
upon the whole; and so, by-the-bye, did he. The Dr. 
was worn and solemn as usual, looking marvellously like a 
shilling of George the first, half rubbed away, Susan was 
there also, listeniDg to everything and observed by nobody. 
What an excellent agent to a French Minister or a jealous 
husband 1 The party was a very small one, and everybody 
found it exceedingly pleasant except myself; but I was 
as absent as you were, and Mr. Knight, who, I suppose, 
had been told I was a promising young man, for he talked 
to me most eruditely (by-the-bye, what very delightful 
people both he and Mrs. Knight are). Must have found mo 
like a bad country note, which the more it promises the 
more certain it is of giving nothing. 

At last this morning, I had your letter. Thank you 
for it, my dearest love. I'm very sorry indeed that I made 
that unlucky sentence; I only did so to prove my love to 
yon ; and any proof of that must give jon pleasure not paiii^ 
dearest. Eh ? Pi-ay when, in the first place, shall I meet 
you at Miss Spencers to talk over Lady 0., etc.? When 
shall I meet you at Miss Benger^s and when shall I meet 
you SpenceZe^a and Bengerless ? Let me know aZZ. Dearest! 
what a dear man Abernethy is to tell you to have your own 
watff because then we should travel together I As to the 
blue pill and scanty commons, I am rather myself an 
advocate for the latter but only " rather/* for it is very 
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doabtful. Of the former I can give no opinion, and so (to 
adopt your Buggestion) we may as well stoallaw Miss Spence 
by way of experimenL 

Prsiy, my adored girl, never talk of any disavantage 
occasioned to me by my love for you. Yon know our map 
of China ; with such an Empire we may easily spare a 
corner. I am writing this, tho' two men are here making 
a confounded noise because £ would do nothing till I had 
sent you my news and a kiss. Pray return the compliment 
in hi'nd. Adieu, my dearest love. Do say where I can 

see you. Yours for even 

E. L.B. 

Pray, don't be satirical to or of any one but me. I do 

seriously implore this one favor, — will you forgive me for 

it, love, and donH retaliate upon the bad practice of the 

Preacher. Once more, good bye. Oh, how I love you I 

LXXV. 

To M188 Boss Whbeler, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 

Square. 

[Gambling.— Murray.— Otlley.—Cockburn.] 

[Marks of kisses'] for your kind letter, my own darling. 
It was not the Borough which annoyed me last night I 
never suffer myself to be dispirited by obstacles. Firstly, 
because, if not impossible to remove, I like the effort of 
trying to do so ; and, secondly, because if they are, one 
must strike out a new path altogether, and one has no 
time, therefore, to grumble over the rough stones of the 
old one I The difficulty is not insurmountable, but very 
great and quite unforeseen — at all events it will be pro- 
ductive of trouble and delay. I still however, think there 
is much to hope for. I do not grumble, dearest, tho' I 
have done so to a terrible excess— some of the wildest, the 
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worst, and the happiest feelings of my life have been passed 
in watching, not the fortaue of the dye for myself but for 
another. Thereby hangs a tail of a long and deep and 
bitter vengeance. Bat more than a year before that I had 
left off gambling myself. Howth by-the-bye, who is 
engaged with O'Neil and Olanrickarde in that very black 
busiuesSy was my contemporary at Oambridgey and was 
known there as a great lover of five-guinea Loo. I 
remember myself playing 28 hoars nnintermptedly, where, 
I think, he was one of the party, but don't be alarmed 
love ; I repeat that those praiseworthy pursuits are over. 

Mind we get near one another at the play — sorry am I 
to say the box holds five in fnmt. I think Miss Benger — 
no by*the*bye, she knows my mother, and might speak of 
it Do as you like ; only see that I touch you. Do you 
smell, my flower of flowers, some of your own perfume P 
{marks of kisses]. I have put a da^ between each for 
you. 

I shall call upon Mr. Murray to-day. I feel symtoms of 
great indignation against that most timorous of all book- 
sellers. I want particularly to flnish my novel before I go 
into the House, for I shall then fag night and day at Parlia- 
mentary History and Political Economy. I have already 
read a good deal on both, but have not reflected much on 
them. £ want, especially in the latter, not only to know 
everything that has been said by others, but to add some- 
thing to the system myself. 

And did you not really know that Ina was as much your 
name as Rose ? By-the*bye, you go to Ottley's to-day. Do 
tell me all your success. I am not very sanguine, since I 
fear the remainder is not Indeed iTi keeping. I wonder if 
Miss Spence HERSELF ever was ! Would that Diana of 
Quebec be indignant at my irreverent pun ? 

Pray, have you oalled on the Oascoignes yet ? I saw 
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£mily for the first time yesterday, bnt to far off to judge of 
her. She aeema tall and not thin which is something. 

Pray don't talk abont my indisposition, whilo yon tell 
mo so little of yoar own. Do keep yourself as free from 
sudden changes of air, etc., as possible, and mind the win* 
dows and doors at that Mr. Ottley's to-day. I dreamt of 
yon last night — a very turbulent and terrible yision^-foes 
and fighting. I was by the downfall of my candlestick, 
which I suppose I entrained in my own ruin, for I myself 
wa^ *^ objeetus in herbU/' 9Lni on the ground. Prayyibit 
me moi'e gently to-night A thousand thousand kisses 
before I begin the next page. I like your having chosen 
the same criterion of affection which I should, viz., in 
correspondence. I used to hate writing, also, with a most 
profound cordiality, bnt 00 makes mo love eyerytbing, 
because eyerytbing is full of oo. I baye not asked Cock« 
burn, since you did not like it. A knock at the door I 
Oh Rose, eternal intruders I Thank Heaven, however, that 
it is the end, not the beginning of my letter. Farewell, 
my darling, my life^my everything that love, admiration, 
passion can not express, except by the one word which com- 
prehends everything most perfect— Rose. Adieu I 

£• L B* 
LXXVL 
To Miss Wheelsb. 

[Saunders and OtUey.^DegradatioD of making money from pub- 
lishers.—" Oar letter would never do for a Court of Justice."] 

Allow me to offer my most sincere congratulations and 
my most respectful compliments to so successful a Negotia- 
tor. Beally, I feel so much penetrated with respectful and 
deferential sentiments, that I fear it will be a long time 
before I shall dare to love you again. Poor Mess" Saun* 
ders and Ottley had indeed no chance I I already look 
thro' the vistas of time and perceive future volumes and 
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visits impoyerishing the counters of Conduit St. I I already 
behold Mess" Saunders aud Ottley in the list of Bank* 
rupts, dying of a broken hearty and upbraiding with their 
last breath the Spence who destroyed and the Syren who 
seduced them I Gravely and soberly I am not surprised at 
your triumph over those poor men, firstly, because it was 
your writing which they have seen as yet, and secondly, 
because it was your face and lips which baye wooed them 
to their ruin. But I shall be surprised if, after they have 
seen the rest of the MS., they continue their liberal 
intentions. However, wonders never cease, and that is the 
only reason which makes me suppose we shall forget to 
love one another one of these days. But, my dearest love, 
therte is one thing which hurt me in your letter — it was 
where you speak of keeping £50 for yourself, firstly because 
we have already I hope everything in common, I cannot 
bear that you should earn it by any moans, and secondly, 
because I can bear far less the idea that you should earn it 
by tliA&B mea^is. I cannot bear that one who may be mine 
should wring a single shilling from the Hard Bonds of 
Publishers, and I look upon it as a great and grievous 
degradation that even I (in whom, as a man, it is more 
pardonable) should be forced to stoop to such an expedient. 
These are old-fashioned notions ; but I am tembly aristo- 
cratic in all punctilios of delicacy, and I therefore mention 
this even with the certainty that you will laugh at me. 

I have had a very curious letter, of which we will talk 
when we meet. And so, Miss Rose, you had i*ather say 
**no'' to going to the Play. Very well I Just as you 
please. But pray why had you rather say that horrid little 
moooyllabic abortion ? There is a dog now in the room 
exactly like Bijou, and that recollection drives mo 
instantly into a Do you remember, dearest, dearest Rose ? 
And why did not I deserve a single kiss P Zoo's a naughty 
ittle coquette, and shall be well beaten the next time we 
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meet I Our letters, Rose, would never do for a Court of 
Justice. Yours are so pretty that they would seem arti- 
ficial, aud mine so silly that I should be considered '' a 
natural/' I wish you were here. Rose ! There's a wise 
ejaculation I But I am not very happy to-day, and at 
those times I do long for you so. Faretoell (I use your 
word) and be all which I wish you I 

E. L. B.* 
LXXVII. 

[" Falkland" not likely to be received by Colbum.] 

My Darling Poodle, — I fear I shall not be able to oome 
to-night to Miss Spence's. I have some people here. If, 
however, I can, I need not add that I will. I was too dis- 
appointed last night — it is easier to bear unhappiness than 
to be very near happiness and yet miss it. My head also 
aches dreadfully; but I have another reason to get on 
with my new book — I understand from my agent, as well 
as Henry, that '* Falkland " is not likely to be received by 
Oolbum, and Murray always makes such delays. More- 
over, a man to whom some weeks ago. I communicated my 
plan in the ** Memoir of a Gentleman " has adapted it, and 
is now writing a work from my idea. I must therefore 
forestall him. I hope by Tuesday to have finished the first 
volume, tho' for the next 2 or 3 days I fear I shall not be 
able to write a word, I have so many engagements. I saw 

* Lady Lytton writes on Ihe outer sheet of paper— "This was 
d propoi of ' The Court Scenes ' I wrote for poor Kiss Spence in ber 
trasby book of ' Dame Rebecca Berry/ whicb Saunders said were 
equal to any of Scott's and I, being only 20, was of course very 
proud. And now that my bread depends upon it, be bas tbe same 
noble (1 t) scruples about my receiving money from Publishers, and 
so does all he can to premnt my getting a shilling 1 it was only no 
degradation when I slaved for him. "—Re-read August 20tb, 18511 ! 1 1 
[This was the year (1861) in which he offered to add £100 a year to 
her income if she would give these letters up to him.— L. D.] 
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Chnlon yesterday ; 1)0 paints only tolerably, and liis like- 
negses are very untrue and anything but flattering. The 
Duchess of Hamilton is absolutely plain in his miniature. 

I shall certainly come if I cau, for I want to speak to 
you about — no matter what at present. Ood bless 00, my 
>wn darling, adieu I 

E. L. B. 
LXXVII. 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[" Falkland."— Mortimer.] 

My Poor Dear Angol Poodle, — I am so sorry for your 
poor chest ! Ah ! how near to my Heaven of Heavens, 
darling !) I hope you do indeed wear flannel, and that 
you do unaflFectedly take care of your health, as much, my 
own angel, as you shall hereafter of mine. If I were to 
give you a treasure, dearest, to keep for me, would you 
not watch over it like a miser ? If I were to place my 
happiness in your hands, would you not be anxious to pre- 
serve it ? And are you not, my own darling, both my 
treasure and my happiness ? Is not my very life inter- 
woven with yours, and will you not be careful of my treas- 
ure, my happiness and my life ? If, my dearest Love, 
there are expressions of mine which offend you (and I 
think there very often arc) — if at times you think my 
wishes tediously expressed and my advice impertinently 
urged, do me at least the justice to believe that it is only 
my interest, my anxiety, my love for you which in reality 
offend. I often imagine that I should please you more if 
I loved you less — I should appear less captious and he more 
complaisant, but surely, my own Love, you will pardon 
the effect in the cause. ' 

And now, since Puppy has so often ventured to find 
fault, let him also have the happiness of telling 00 how 
delighted and proud he was with 00 last night for refusing 
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00 many opportnuitics of indulging 00 favorite proponsity. 
Zoo behayed too prettily, and me loved 00 twenty times as 
mach for it, than if 00 had said the most brilliant witticism. 
Me is so fond of 00 for it. Zoo darling, 20,000 kisses me 
will repay 00 to-morrow. 

Me called about "Falkland'* to-day. Mr. OUior's 
definite answer has not been received, but he says hn has 
very little doubt indeed but Mr. Colbum will take it. lie 
8[>oke of it us a literary composition (if I may judge by the 
report) in a most exaggerated mauner. En atttndanty Mr. 
Ebers has offered an opera box for it, value £250 ; but I 
think if Golburn ultimately refuses, it might be better to 
wait till " Mortimer" is finished. The first volume of that 
ine5>timable production will be completed, I hope, by 
Wednesday ; but zoo knows that me shall not work much 
to-morrow at it. 

I shall take it immediately to Saunders, and, if he will 
enter upon terms, make an agreement to produce the other 
two volumes in a month. 

I have something amusing to tell yon about Napoleon. 
Many thanks, darling, for 00 explanation about the Mou- 
choir ; nil I can Siiy is that the present tense was in favour 
of its undeannoss — I readily believe that 00 had very little 
to do with its malproprdL Me is much obliged to 00 for 
saying me looked clean and well — as for the latter, me is 
very, very far from deserving the epithet, me has lost near- 
ly a stone weight in 5 weeks, for me is eat away by a slow 
gnawing fever, CTesi igall me can bear all things but the 
fear of losing Poodle. Oh, how beautiful you looked last 
night ! I never saw you so dazzlingly lovely. There were 
moments when Miss Spence's presence itself could scarcely 
prevent — what, darling ? — Ah I me will tell 00 to-morrow. 

Bose, let me begin this sheet with your beautiful name I 
Rose, my adored and darling girl, were not those happy 
moments wlicn Miss Spence left us to ourselves F Ah ! if 
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we liye to be old^ shall we not then recall them as some of 
the happiest we eyer knew ? As for me, if I were dying, I 
think their recollection could restore me. I do not think, 
my beauty, that I could die while I love you, for that love 
is in itself a life, a support, an energy, a fire. To-morrow, 
Boso 1 Ah I that sweet, sweet name, how me shall count 
the hours till me sees 00 1 Ah I those moments are so soon 
over ! Tell me, my own angel, why you were unhappy and 
dejected yesterday morning. \ThB few lines of conclusion 
torn off this letter.] 

liXXIX. 

To Hiss Wheelee, 40, Somerset Street 

[Hi9 masculine dignity offended at the manner in which she receives 
his counsels.] 

Thank you, my dearest Bose, for your letter. I am 
quite well to-day, have entirely recovered the faintness 
that oppressed me yesterday, and think that I not only did 
not suffer from my walk last night, but, on the contrary, 
derived benefit from it. I have been out this morning, 
and hope to ride to-morrow. You may be sure, my own 
darling, that you never cost me one moment's uneasiness, 
but when yon suffer yourself from your love to me. 

And now, my pretty Poodle, wheu 00 letter seems 
dejected and low-spirited, I feel a much keener pang than 
any cold caught lust night could have occasioned. I own, 
however, that I did not get quite so well off as I was just 
boasting, for I caught a ^^ sore throat and a pain in my 
shoulder" — did I not catch them, do I not feel them, my 
poor, dear love, for if you suffer from them, do not It 
Do, my darling, take the greatest care of ooself. I join 
my supplications to Hiss Fordyce's. I own to you, Bose, 
that my masculine dignity is very much offended by the 
manner in which you receive my coumeUi and advice ; 
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wliateyer they bo, whether in condnet or in clothing, satir- 
izing or Bore throats, my most earnest requests are always 
attended with an ill-snccess discouraging to a better feel- 
ingy I trust than vanity. 

Many thanks, my dearest girl, for your adyice, which I 
will take. If Golbum does not receiye ''Falkland/' it 
shall for the present be put upon the shelf, tho' I liad 
intended to take it to Murray. I find Oolbum's answer 
has not yet been received, but will be this evening. 

Miss Richardson wrote to my mother to enquire after 
my health. Humph ! I am afraid, dearest, that I was 
cold to you yesterday, for there is a phrase in your letter 
which makes me think you imagined ''I seemed tired of 
you/' But pray, my Beauty, do not imagine anything so 
unworthy of me. I was very tired of viyself, and exceed- 
ingly faint and rather unwell ; but if I said or looked any- 
thing to wound you, such words and looks wronged my 
thoughts. More than ever, my dearest Poodle, did Puppy 
feel how mucli he adores you. Tour letter, my own love, 
is not quite so kind as usual ; but I enter fully into all 
your feelings, and hope still more than yourself for the 
arrival of that day, which can alone change them. Lady 
sends her best comp^ : she slept on Puppy's bed last night, 
as a compliment to 00 request. Me intends calling au 
plutSt possible on Lady Caroline. Ood bless 00, my own 
Poodle, — twenty thousand kisses to 00 poor shoulder. Do 
take care of ooself. 

Ever, ever your own Puppy. 

LXXX. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[His sweet voice.— His brother William hi love.] 

My Dearest, Dearest Love, — I will send yon a few lines 
as you wished. There is such a beautiful voice singing 
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under the windows^ it puta roe in mind of 00 own 8weet» 

aweet tone. Well, but I haye a great mind to plajthe 

to-night, for I haye every reason to be angry, every — have 
I not ? Nevertheless, I will smother all my indignation 
and be tame, quite tamo. 

I got home and found my eldest brother here with 
Henry. He staid to dinner with us, and is now walking 
about the room in very high spirits, waving my stick in a 
most terrific manner. Oh, that love, that love I thank 
Heaven you and I are free from such folly ! And then 
after dinner, w^ consisted of bad — ^no mutter what (for 
after dinner one can't well talk of it), while we can talk of 
having been "add" after we have, — which, dearest, is 
the advantage of love over all things. 

Do you know, my own love, that I think I shall take to 
writing pretty letters to you, for I am really in great doubt 
what to write at all, since everything offends 00. Good- 
bye, my Angel, my love, good-bye 1 Ever your own 

P ^T. 

My dearest, dearest love, do remember that there is 
nothing in my character ever likely to actuate me in my 
conduct except love. "Would to God that my pretty Poo- 
dle could guess how I loved her. 

LXXXI. 

Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street 

['• Falkland."—" Mortimer. "—DiggracefuUy bad.] 

My Dearest Love, — I have read the extract, and think it 
excellent, much better than anything in ''Brambletyo 
House '' — it is very wittily and interestingly sketched, and 
had it been written with a little more care in the wording, 
such as avoiding the repetition of the same expletive two 
or three times in a sentence, would have been qnite perfect, 
as well as brilliant, in point of style. The jest from Croesus 
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is, I Boppose, yours ; it is very good indeed ; so indeed are 
all the hon mots. It would be diffioult to suppose a woman 
wrote with so much strength and spirit. I own that I am 
no great admirer of the subject upon which you hare 
written, either in itself or in your peculiar adopcion of it. 
However, that is done, and I can only therefore express my 
admiration, of the success with w^ you have treated it. I 
long to read all, which I have not yet been able to do. 

I had written to you when the enclosed note came from 

d — d Miss R . You won't have the dog, wiU you ? 

Admire her insolence in calling you ** Eosina Wheeler." I 
have never yet answered her impertinent note. '^ Mark my 
words,'* as Orator Thelwall says, *' She will ask me for 
money soon !'' My mother returns to Town Monday or 
Tuesday on account of some domestic grievance, and I fear 
I shall not bo able to go into tlie country for some days. 
My health absolutely requires it ; but one cannot withstand 
tlie Fates. I suppose now, I shall stay till '* Falkland '' is 
refinished. That book was advertized to-day in the papers. 

I am beginning now to feel the approaches of old age, 
for I find that I have nerves — a discovery one should never 
make in youth. I am, in short, out of humour, out of 
spirits, out of health, and everything but out of love. You 
cannot have *' Mortimer'' to-night — not till to-morrow — if, 
indeed, I do not put it in the fire. I was looking over it 
this morning; it is disgracefully bad. If "Falkland" 
succeeds, I certainly shall not publish it. I was quite 
shocked with it. I am, in truth, at this moment in such a 
rage with myself and everything, that if it were not for you 
I should take Henery's mission and set off to Columbia 
to-morrow. 

I cannot write more — not but that I have time enough, 
but because I am so very unamiable that I can say nothing 
yon would like, except that I am, my dear, dear, dearest 
darling, love and Poodle, your own adoring Puppy. 
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LXXXII. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

[HIb letters transcripts of his feelings.— Fever, faintness, change of 
health.— Praise of her share in " Dame Rebecca Beny." — (jk>ing 
to seaside.—" Mortimer."] 

My Angel Poodle, — I waa so terribly blne-devllled 
yesterday that I fear my letfcer partook of tbe colours of 
my mind — iliat indeed is natural enough, for I haye been 
so accustomed to make my letters transcripts OF my feel- 
ings, that even my weaknesses are as faithfully copied as 
those of my heart. So that you must carry tho conjugal 
bargain even to epistles and take them in the wholesale 
way for better for worse. I woke this morning as I had 
anticipated, in a high degree of fever, and what with 
faintnoss,shiverings, etc., thought fit to see my Doctor. I 
am now better, tho' still unwell. I cannot in any way 
account for the great change in my health during the last 
five cr six weeks, unless, darling, it be longing for you. 
/>o, if you can spare it, send me " Dame Rebecca Berry *' ; 
it is not yet out among the booksellers, and I have there- 
fore been quite unable to procure it. It would give me* 
great solace in my present tribulation to read anything 
that comes from you. 

Twenty million kisses for 00 kindness in writing last 
night. Your letter, though, gave me some pain — not in 
itself, but in my having called it forth. I did not mean 
my bitterness of spirit to extend to you. Your extract — 
but that I told you before, — is charmingly written. 
Nothing could have been conceived in better taste or 
executed with greater spirit and wit, I quite agree with 
Saunders that nothing in ''Woodstock'' or " Brambletye 
House " exceeds it Yes, darling, I could go to K-—— , 
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the' mj Mother were not there in general ; bat not at 
present, because there is a general discharge of the women 
servants. If I stay here much longer, the benefit of the 
country will come too late ; possibly, therefore, I may go to 
the sea for a week or two. I cannot stir, however> till I 
have sold my liorses. 

Another note from Miss Richardson — apologies, etc. 
There is only one thing worse than acting ill, and that is 
excusing it. 

I send you '' Mortimer.'' Will you manage to sew the 
continuing pages somewhat neater, and put them iu brown- 
paper cover ? All the best part you have seen. I hope, 
my adored Poodle, that Puppy will hear from you soon ; 
your letter will be my best medicine. By-the-bye, Lady 
was lost yesterday in Oxford St After much toil and 
labour of search, a bright thought seized me to send to 
Boyswater. She totu there t 

Adieu, darling ! Excuse this dull letjtcr ; if I could 
transfuse my heart, it would please you better. God bless 
yon, my Angel of Hope and Comfort. Farewell. 

E. B. 

I shall send back, dearest, Campbell's Verses to-morrow. 
I must copy them first ; They are very pretty— or at least 
belonging to you, I think so. 

Lxxxm. 

To Miss Wheslbb. 
[Her opinion of " Falkland " to be given.] 

My Adored And Darling Poodle, — ^I am so very sorry 
that I have only just received your letter, and therefore that 
you will not hear from me till late in the evening. My 
adored Bose, your letter gave mo the greatest pain — ^it only 
increased my feelings of remorse at having erer—but enough 
of this, my own love, and after all if I can make the future 
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repay yon for the past, we shall only find happiness in the 
very reflections that now are so mingled with regret. I do 
80 hope that yoa are quite recovered, and that yon are now 
free from all that can annoy yoa unconnected with me. 

Your verses, which only I received late last night, are 
heautiful ; very witty, and with a great deal of truth in the 
point — at the same time, my darling, I cannot agree with 
you that your character is taken from others with whom 
yon live. God forhid it should be, since oo are to live with 
such a reprobate as Puppy, whom yon are to make so much 
better and worthier of Poodle. Really, darling, as Col. 
Montagu would say, you have a delicacy and point in your 
wit whicli is quite peculiar to ooself. It is a sword in a 
myrtle bough, like Harmodius's. 

I send 00 my — no not novel. I have not written my 
Preface yet. 

I am going to express in it, Ist, that I do not claim for 
it the name of novel — ^that if not superior to, it is different 
from words of that nature ; 2nd, that its object is to show 
the workings of a strong and original mind, and to teach 
the knowledge of human nature, rather by thought and 
reflection than in that series of distorted incidents which 
form Novels in general. I shall claim also some merit in 
the manner T have expressed passion, and that, for instance, 
in the very fault which has been found in me, namely that 
in love I have made a mind — otherwise strong — wavering and 
undecided, I have testified some observations of Truth and 
Nature. Now, my darling, let me have your opinion with- 
out any flattery whatsoever. I want to know candidly what 
you think of it, and you must remember that, tho' my 
vanity may make me wish to be well thought of, yet any 
individual effort of mine has nothing to do with my general 
merit, and I know too well that you exa[rge«'atc my abilitiea 
on the whole to be hurt if you don't think much of this 
particular attempt of them. I am really and unaffectedly 
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60 donbtfal whether this is bad or good, that I should be 
most sincerely obliged by your most sincere opinion. Now 
I have said eiiongb on this subject, and / trust to you for 
your answer. What shall I write now, for I am not going 
to be idle ? I can^t tell yet till I haye had your opinion on 
this, for that will make my decision as to the kind of stylo 
of the works I shall begin. 

I will write to 00 a long letter to-morrow. I am 
deafened to death at this moment by Villiers and William, 
who are talking with such d — d emphasis, that my whole 
mind is perfectly reeling with the noise. How is 00 tooth ? 
Let me send it 200 [kisBes], Ah ! dearest, I wish indeed 
you were here I How, how can we snpport this unmitigated 
8ei>aration ? You shall hear from me early to-morrow — 
tell me by-tbe-bye, if you can read the MS., and oh I will 
00 fasten it better and sew it up altogether ? I will send 
00 the Preface to-morrow together with the A — Eogister | 
but 00 must let me have the book as soon as 00 C4m. Bose, 
Bose, Hose. There, with those three words a different 
spirit seems to enter and pervade me — ^I am as it were 
transplanted to the air made holy by your breath. All 
these wearying, palling sensations— dirived from the world 
subside. A new intoxication seizes my soul. Oh, that I 
where with you, and that I had not to start from all 
reveries on you, to find you not. God bless oo, darling. 

Farewell dearest, dearest, dearest Poodle. 

LXXXIV. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

[Miss Spenoe,— His not approving of Hiss Wheeler's opinion of the 
alterations in "Falkland.'] 

My Darling Poodle, — Ten million kisses for jomt letters 
and advice. I am so happy that you are better, that I 
think I have no sorrow left that you have been so ill. I 
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am so much obliged to 70a for taking care of yourself ; in 
your telling mo so, I feel better myself — a plain proof that 
we are one. Pray go to bed early to-night, and sUepy my 
darling/ Ah ! if I were with yoa, woald you sloop ? 
That recollection alone is sufficient to preycnt my doing s >, 
and therefore I will turn away. I called at Ilailey's, my 
library in Berkeley Square, for Mies Spenco*s book ; tlicy 
told me they had sent for 2 or 3 copies, but that on being 
informed by Miss Spence that she was the authoress, they 
had put off having them. "That Lady/' said the young 
Mr. Hailey, '^ is not much esteemed as a writer V* I have, 
however, ordered him to procure me a copy forthwith. I 
called on my mother ; sho was out, but I saw in the ball 
a small brown paper parcel oa which was inscribed *' To 
Mr. Bulwer Lytton with Miss Spence's comp^." 

To get rid of this subject of Authorship let me answer 
your observations upon "Falkland,'* 1»' with respect to my 
answer, I am sorry you did not like it. I quite disagree 
with you in thinking my using the terms of "hasty 
inspection and misjudging criticisms '' uncalled for, firstly, 
because that Grattan himself says the former %o<u hasty, 
and there is therefore no wonder that the latter were mis- 
judging, secondly, because it is good policy to assume a 
"high hand*' with people of that description, as I think 
the enclosed will shew you ; for the rest, my own angel, it 
was not upon that answer that I asked your advice, and 
for this very simple reason thatlAorf decided upon it. 
Feelings are like Honour — no one can advise you upon 
their expression : you yourself are the only judge. With 
rjgard to the proposed alteration in " Falkland,'* in which 
I did ask your pure and sound judgment, you have entirely 
pnt my proposed plan out of the question ; but what shall 
I adopt ? I have undertaken to furnish another character 
and an enlarged plot, and now that ^* Falkland ** is to bo 
published, I wish to make it much better. I want to givo 
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it the addition of interest and incident, and I quite agree 
with 70a that the hero is wholly independent of the story, 
tho^ I disagree with yon that the design {}u>t the plot, 
mind) is not iiniqae. The design is to denote the progress 
of the mind by feelings and nffcctions, and not by the 
events which formed them. I know no work ever yet 
written with this design, and I think therefore yon have 
miide some mistake between "jt>to^''and" design." Do 
however, think of some connected mystery or story sup- 
ported from the beginning, and ending with Emily's deatlu 
Pray, had I not better now wait till " Falkland *' is pub- 
lished before I take ** Mortimer'^ to a bookseller ; if the 
former succeeds, I can get more for the latter. 

I do not, my own most beautiful Idol, think your 
extracted picture from " La Belle Assemblee ** pretty ; but 
then my whole world of female beauty is you, and nothing 
no^ you ever seems to me tolerable. With regard to Hiss 
Kenrick, I am in ecstacy about her taking your picture ; if 
it be well done, I can love it. Do contrive that I may go 
with you the first time, that I may see how she goes about 
it. I long more and more to have your picture, and now 
that I am about to leave yon, I think it would be such a 
companion till I see yon again. 

I continue ill and feverish. I shall go to Enebworth as 
soon as I can. My Mother, I believe, leaves Town to-mor- 
row. And now, my beautiful and betrothed Angel, mj 
dream when absent, my universe when present, good-bye. 
I shall leave this. I was twice thro' your street to-day, 
but did not see you. Once more [marks of kisses.] Pray, 
pray take care of ooself. 

I Puppy. 

I have a very impertinent letter from Miss Richardson* 
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LXXXV. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Refera to the Court Scenes written for Miss Spenoo in "Dame 
Rebecca Berry " when Miss Wheeler wiis only 20 years old, — 
His mother quarrels with him. — "Mortimer."] 

My Dearest, Dearest Love, — How very, very much I 
thank and kiss you for writing so early ; — ^nnd so 00 did 
not laugh, darling, at my allusion, but 00 went to the 
glass and 00 saw 00 was so bootif ul that 00 could not help 
forgiving me ? zoo darUng I how roe does long and pine 
for 00 I There is nothing beautiful which does not recall 
and nothing odious from which I do not turn to regret 00. 
Twice have I sent for ''Dame Rebecca Berry'' within the 
last hour, and twice have I iailed of success. I am going 
to dine with Henry presently, and shall call for it in my 
way. I long so to see it, and 1 care not a straw if it be 
good or bad, so long as I come to a phrase, a word, written 
by you, that I may stop to think over and recall you. 
Never mind the mottoes, darling. They are the least of 
all in consequence, — they are like our shakes of the paw 
before Miss Spence in comparison to the naughty kisses 
that come afterwards. No I my own Angel, my Mother's 
quarrels with me have nothing to do with 00, and at this 
moment we are the best of friends in the world. Ah I 
darling, did 00 pass a feverish bad night ? Why was it 
not in my arms ? Gould me not have kissed 00 well ? 
Could me not have kissed the pain from your chest, and 
the fire from your head ? Let me send you 200,000,000 
\mwrTc% of hiMt%\ to try. Alas I these are the prescription 
without the medicine. 

" What have I been doing to- day P' Eeally I cannot 
answer— stringing trifles together, and '' making much ado 
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about nothing.'' First of all, Henry breakitisted with ns ; 
secondly, I tried a new horse; thirdly, I :went to 8 
horse dealers to part with those I have ; fourthly, I came 
in Yery cold, and wrote 30 pages {my pages, remember) of 
'' Mortimer" amidst all the Babel of three yisitors to m^ 
brother; and now, fifthly, I sit down to write to 00. 
Then, then, darling. Puppy is going to dress and dine, 
spend the eyening in the Freemasons' Tayerii, and the 
night in finishing ''Mortimer.'' To-morrow eyening you 
will have it. 

I cannot find Miss Bichardson's note, or I would send 
it you — ^it wets impertinent. I am now going to answer it. 
So mo does not let 00 sleep at night, eh Poodle P It would 
be too bad if 00 did — there must be retribution eyen in 
loye. Sleep to-night, darling, and me will, and then we 
shall dream together and meet. Good-bye, my angel, my 
, darling, my beauty, my own own loye, my Poodle. Good- 
bye, once more. Nine million kisses. Farewell. 

E. L. B. Puppy Db Poodlb. 

LXXXVI. 

To Miss Wheeleb, Somerset Street. 

[Colbam.— "Mortimer."— <)i]arrel and reconciliation with hit 
mother.] 

My Loye And Darling Poodle,— Your dear letter was 
brought to me about 2 hours since. I haye much pleas- 
ure in congratulating you on the reeoyery of Moastache. 
Happy dog to be with you — ^would that I were in his place. 
Should I not nestle to 00 ? Should I not lick 00 hand ? 
And should I not jump upon 00 knee? Ah, dearest — 
laughs Poodle— and so me sends 00 2000 kisses for it, for 
me denies that '^ Beauty^s tears are loyelier than her smiles. 
Zoo smiles are emanations from 00, and 00 laugh, darling, 
is the only one which was eyer music. ^^ Keyer," said a 
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Mr. Hoathcote, who dined wifch us just; now, *' never 
marry a clever woman/' Shall I take his advice, darling P 
How clever, by the way, your juvenile friend's letter is it 
combines amusement with edification, and I cannot but 
admire the keen satire with which she implied that the 
dog you gave Mary Anne wanted washing the very day it 
was received. So like Poodle. Why I can fancy you 
saying Hem, my Angel. 

Remember the pocket-handkerchief at Miss Spencers — 
*' Ah, thought for ever sad for ever dear V* So zoo is not 
to bo hummed by my letter asking oo advice ; no, because 
00 is not a bird but a Poodle^ the most sagacious of all 
dogs ; but me assures oo that me never, never said one word 
of 00 me did not think, and me think oo has the best and 
acutest judgment in all things except in not seeing the 
merits of Keeper^s '' Travels '* and Mr. Hood's " Last 
Man.'' 

Me quite forgot to send oo Ool bum's note, which mo 
has since mislaid. It was exceedingly civil and even 
obsequious. Of course " the hints were only ment for my 
better judgment." My observations respecting them were 
perfectly correct. I should be subjected to no further 
inspection- whatever, and the work should be published in 
one week after its return. Mr. Colburn concluded by say- 
ing he should announce the work in his list. So much for 
that work, which I am too ill to begin till I get to Eneb- 
worth. As for '* Mortimer," oo shall see the first volume 
before I go. A thousand thanks for oo opinion, which me 
will endeavour to embody, tho' me thinks me must add 
something still more romantic. Me is dying to get *^ Dame 
Rebecca Berry," but though me has sent 3 times me has not 
yet been able. Perhaps oo can send me what oo has written 
for an hour or two to-morrow ? At all events, howeter, me 
shall have it by the course of to-morrow, 

I had a very stormy quarrel with my Mother last night, 
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whicb, howeyer^ at last ended in a complete reconciliation 
•^more fnll and perfect than we have had for some months. 

I go to E on Monday. I am very sanguine of the 

benifit of the country ; no air agrees with me like Kncb- 
worth. And was oo blaedivilled this morning ? I thought 
Angels were exempt from the pains of the Infermils I My 
darling girl^ do not rex yourself. I hope to be able (o 
arrange my .affairs sooner than we bad anticipated — in the 
meanwhile keep up your spirits. As for me, I preach 
without practising, for I am wretched — much more so than 
you c»n imagine. 

[The remainder of this letter too much torn to be 
deoiphered.] 

LXXXVIL 

To Miss Whbeleb, 40, Somerset Street 

[Remoyed to 8t James's Square.] 

My Dearest Love And Most Diyine Poodle, — 

I am longing to hear how you are, haying been yery 
uneasy about your appearance of languor in the morning. 
Do tell mo all about ooself ; if anything yexes oo say it nt 
once. Zoo may be sure that oo cannot make me more 
unhappy than by appearing so yourself. 

Bhistrode itself, my prettiest, is not to be let ; it is some 
subordimite mansion situated in the Park, and therefore 
out of the question. Since I saw you I have heard and 
enquired into another, Armathwayte Hall in Cumberland : 
I think it might be obtained for £100 a year. Suppose we 
try to hire it for o'M year only, during w^ time we can live 
cheap, and at the end of a year we shall know our fortune 
more accurately ? It is a beautiful country,' and situated 
on a lake ; it would be too far from London to make a 
residence, but if we could get it for one year we might ; tell 
me what oo thinks. I haye moved into St. James's 
Sqiuuro. Oh, darling, I was going to say to you to-day, 
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but your head-ache made me forget it^ that since oo does 
not sleep well and gets up earlier than oo likes for oo pic- 
ture — since oo docs this, oo sail not write to Puppy of a 
morning any more ; mc will not be so selfish ; and there- 
fore me positively forbids it, and in order to make up for it 
me lays my positive Commands on oo to think OF me twice 
us much instead. 

Good-bye, my angel little dog \jieT^ is a sketch of a 
poodle]. Good-bye, and do for Heaveu^s sake tell me how 
00 is, and if oo is at all vexed with oo own poor Puppy, or 
any one else. 

There is a review, favourable tho' unflattering, of "Dame 
Rebecca Berij *' in the "Monthly Eeview ;'* it is a very 
silly criticism. , 

By-the-bye, Armathwayte Hall won't do, for it will take 
one a month merely to go down and see it, and besides it 
rains so d— bly in those Lake Countries 

LXXXVIII. 

To Mi83 Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Entreating her not to triflo with their happiness, nor to take offence 

at trifles.] 

Rose, my own dear love, do not be uneasy about me, — I 
will stay in Town till you are better. I will not answer 
your other note intended for me last night now. Foolish, 
foolish girl that you arc, to trifle so with the happiness of 
both of us ! Never mind, darling, my own darling, any- 
thing but yourself. Get well — quite well^that / may I — ^till 
you are so, I shall not stir. 

Good-bye for the present, Eoee. Oh ! why, why could 
you take offence at such trifles ? Was it not natural that I 
should vindicate my mother from epithets so strong, and — 
as / at least thought — so misplaced ? 

Rose, my love, my Angel, do beware of your own power 
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of rendering ns unhappy ; bat I said I will not answer this 
now, and will not. I will only, my dearest, dearest girl, 
thank you for your anxiety. I am mnch better; the 
country air will restore me in a week — it is only that which 
I languish for. Do get well then, my dearest love, my 
Poodle, for my sake. 

Puppy. 
Have I thunked you enough ? No, my angel, it is in 
parentheses that I must both thank and scold you [mar2r« 

LXXXIX. 

To M188 Wheelbb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square, 
London. * 

[Just arrired at Brighton.] 

(Postmark, Brighton, Feb, 9th, 1827. 

My Dearest Love, — I am arrived already much better 
from the journey ; air and exercise will soon entirely restore 
me. I have only time now. In order to save the post, to 
write two lines, but I shall write you a very long letter to- 
morrow, for I have a great deal to say. In the meanwhile 
I am only sensible to the hope of hearing from you to-mor- 
row. I hope to God that you are well, or at least greatly 
recovered. Pray don't expose y'self at Miss Eenrick's. 
Being in such haste I can write no more. Ood bless you, 
my own dear love and life I Yours ever and as ever, 

E. KB. 

Direct at the Post Office. 
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XO. 

To Miss B* Wheeleb^ 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Sqaare, London. 

[Ladj Caroline to be despised. — Objection to ber letters.— Tbeir 
expression of resentment.— Her pride,— Want of Love,— Fear of 
an ultimate break.] 

Brighton, Fth. 11/A, 1827. 
My Dearest Love, My Own Dear Poodle, — 

I nm so delighted that Miss Kenrick has sncceeded so 
well ; I am perfectly impatient to see lier performance. 
Pray, pray let me be able to coax her out of the treasure. 
Zoo knows that 00 sail have anything 00 likes in exchange, 
for there is nothing I wonld not give to possess a real like* 
ncss of you. fins she done justice to those deep, deep eyes, 
to that beautiful month (my source and well of kisses), to 
the divine turn of your head^ and to that nock and bosom 
where I could lye forever and forget all things but you ? 
Tell me, dearest, each particular ; tell me where she has 
failed, and in what she has best succeeded, I am vtry angry 
that she has altered the place of the dimple I Neither God 
nor Sir Q. Kneller could improve you. 

Poor Miss Richardson I the day before I left London I 
had another letter from her. Is she very, very poor ? — ^not 
literally destitute, I hope ; had she not better adrertize for 
a place as companion ? As for Lady Caroline, I think het 
much more to be despised and blamed ; but it is always the 
lowest who is thought the most contemptible, whereas 
poverty itself is an excuse. Fortune is like Fashion ; our 
opinions always follow her example. I was greatly amused 
by your account of Miss Spencers pai*ty, especially of Mn 
Bentham, and I admire my pretty Poodle turning Political 
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Economist and Legistahor. I shall keep her mnch better 
employed in making collars for Pnppy, and. shall I kiss her 
80 much that she will forget how to open her moutli for 
any other purpose. 

I believe you are to tluink my brother William for Mr. 
Ilusscy^s conversion, I agree with yon as to its importance 
as an Individ ual, but as one of the great Oommnnity it is 
not without its vulne. Say what you will, the larger part 
of the world are no better than Hussey's ; and yet it is for 
them that we write books and read them, act well and seem 
better ; and we are in the right to do so. 

I am yery sorry to hear of Elizabeth's ill-health — ^pray 
do not forget my good wishes, etc., etc. When yon write to 
her. As long as she loyes yon, she possesses every merit 
and virtue in my eyes. And now, my dearest love, forgive 
anything that I am about to say which offends yon. Dur- 
ing all the time I have known yon, I have but twice had 
occasion to find fault with you. 

I believe that on those occasions I expressed myself 
neither superciliously nor harshly, certainly without any of 
that attempt at irony and bitterness which has character* 
ized your replies. Those two occasions you have made 
crimes on my parr, and resented in such a manner as 
almost to occasion a final separation between us. Forgive 
roe, I again beseech you, my dearest, dearest love, if I recur 
to subjects so ungrateful — I only do so with a view to pre- 
vent their repetition. I will owe to you. Rose, that I was, 
that I am unreasonable enough still to be exceedingly hurt 
at the severity of the note you intended to send me in 
answer to my observations about my Mother — ^had not a 
mere accident induced you to soften it. I am grieved, 
darest, more than I can express, to think I owe the 
redeeming kindness of a note which accompanied it, to the 
mere fictitious and temporary interest of illness. My own 
dear girl, if I may now tell you what I wish altered in yon 
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ifc is jour pride, I sm perfectly convinced that if anything 
will hereafter interrupt or even destroy the happiness we 
ongbt to enjoy, it will arise first or last from that cause, 
anl this is the only consideration which makes me wish any- 
thing altered in you. I have often t«»ld you, my own darl- 
ing, Ihat as long as I could make you happy I should be 
entirely so myself : When I have said this, I have felt it 
from my very heart. 

Till very lately I always hoped that I could make you 
happy — ^if now, dearest, I doubt it, it is both from a knowl- 
edge of my own faults and a discovery, I will not say of a 
fault in yoD, but of a proud and resentful principle in your 
mind, which does in my opinion detract from its perfec- 
tion. I know that I am fastidious to a great degree with 
regard to the conduct of those I love — both as regards 
others and myself ; and I know thei*efore that if any 
expression of blame or anger on my part is to be met by a 
double expression of resentment on yours, there can be no 
other result than present dissensions and future alienation. 
This I feel the more strongly because 1 should not conceive 
such behaviour on your part a mere ebullition of passion 
only, but a want of love — a want of that woman's love, 
which I have always pictured to myself as the most really 
and deeply felt, which finds no humiliation in yielding and 
no anger in concession. The latter, for instance, which 
called forth so bitter a reply cither offended you because it 
shewed that I myself was offended, or because the expres- 
sions contained in it were cold or harsh, or rude enough to 
give you cause for being the first to be offended. In the 
first case, my dearest love, yon must be aware that if feel- 
ings offended (whether justly or not, matters little) are not 
to bo soothed, but irritated — ^there can be no cessation to 
anger once conceived, and a breach that would otherwise 
have been momentary is easily converted (ns oui-'s was 
nearly) into a permanent rupture. If my own proud Poo- 
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die had been less proud, she vonld not have disdained to 
remember how a soft answer tnmeth away wrath ; — in the 
second ca.«e, if my letter affronted you solely in itself, there 
was surely a milder method of expressing it than by a let- 
ter written from beginning to end with an evident design 
to wound and irritate. No woman at any period of love 
ever gained by irony. Had I been offended by you, I 
should not have sate down immediately to write a letter 
which could only^ terminate in an ultimate ** break ^^ 
between us. Such small causes do not deserve such terri- 
ble effects. I could not have punished myself so. Do not 
think, my dearest loye, that I show only masculine assump- 
tion of superiority by saying that it would, however, have 
been far more excusable in me. No attachment can be 
permanent where the woman does not make greater con- 
cessions than the man, and does not even feel that those 
concessions are the most real sources of pride. 

I shall be very, very sorry if what I have now said makes 
yon angry with me. I shall be still more so, if you do not 
think there is any truth or justice in the remarks. I do 
not think it likely I shall ever again before our marriage 
express any resentment I may myself feel at any uninten- 
tional affront from you, or blame yon on the other hand 
for any part of year own conduct ; if I have done so now, 
it is only to prevent any subject of disagreeable discussion, 
still less of dissension after marriage, and to promote the 
most fervent and unceasing desire my heart ever conceived 
to make you happy. 

Canning is supposed to be in some danger. His death 
wouM create an amazing change, and open a great oppor- 
tunity for ambition in the House. Mrs. Hunter is here, 
without her brother. I shall endeavour to call to-day or 
to-morrow. 

Zoo will be sorry to hear Lady is left in London, and 
that she looked as thin as Puppy when he last saw her. 
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Ah, dearest ! how restleds I am when I am alone, for then 
J do indeed think of yon — ^would that I conld lay my head 
with the brown cap npon that spot which is more of 
Heaven than my most boyish fanaticism ever dreamed of 
that above. . I do not think, when we meet again, that I 
shall ever bear to part with you ; my lips will grow to yon. 
Every day makes me long more and more for that which 
will be to me (will it not, dearest, be to hoik of ns) an 
entrance into a now life. I often wish we conld condense 
our existence into one long, long embrace. Ah, dearest, 
never, never let ns lose or fritter away one moment of that 
happiness which two beings who love like ns should com* 
mand I Do yon know that if I conld co!)vert myself for 
the next week into aifl would ? I wonld fly to your lips, 
and there kiss myself into fragrance, and I would almost 
ask to die (where, darlings I have in some measure died 
before) upon the bosom where T would sigh forth all my 
sou]. 

Oh, how my head burns, and my heart beats as I write 
this I What are yon, my angel, that you can inspire such 
a passion? Nothing merely earthly could be so loved aa 
you are. Keep yourself well ; do not stay too long at Miss 
Eenrick's ; nurse your neck \ do not neglect the smallest 
thing connected with your health ; and remember how 
utterly and eternally I am yours. 

P . 

Will you send me the verses to you under the name of 
^'Ina'' which I wrote in your album. 
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XOI. 

To M188 BosiKA Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Square, London. 

[Alterations in ••Falkland."— "Mortimer."] 

Brighton, Feb. Uth, 1827, 
Thank you, my dearest love, for yonr letter ; I wish, 
darling, I were with you to kiss you for it. I think I 
would sacrifice a year for each minute to be one quarter of 
an hour with 00 now. Tell me, my beautiful Rose, any 
part of 00 face and necl: that me would not kiss. That 
loYO of a dimple that you say I have not done justice to^ 
would I not i-epay it for my neglect ? zoo darling — is 00 
a darling ? [marks of kisses]. How like my own dear and 
noble Rose to send the money to Miss Richardson which I 
kuow so well 00 must have wanted 00 self ! but 00 must 
not, darling, do that again till 00 has Puppy's money, and 
then 00 shall spend that as 00 likes ; and so, tho* I send 00 
twenty thousand kisses for it, I think I must also send 00 
one bite. Mind, my own darling of darling, that you tell 
me particularly in your next how you are, and all things 
respecting you ; but this I must hear from yonr own pretty 
lips when I come to London. I shall leave here on Friday, 
80 that you must not write after to-morrow and I must see 
you in the beginning of the week. Has our long eternal 
absence made me less dear, darling ? or will my kisses be 
colder P 

I fear '' Falkland'' will not be finished before this 
day week — I want to throw the greater part into narrative 
and to alter the catastrophe with regard to Emily very 
materially. Part of what I have got done I am satisfied 
with ; but I shall have much to write entirely again. Poor 
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Mr. ^* Mortimer^' has for once found his proper levels and 
is qnietly laid on the shelf. 

I have not seen Mrs. Hanter yet. Perhaps I may to- 
night, for I am going to a small party ; bnt I know I shall 
return to Poodle with a double conviction of her superlative 
merits and beauties. Seriously tho' when I went out the 
other evening and saw one called pretty, and talked with 
another thought clever, I shrank back into the temple I 
had erected in my own heart with an indescribable and joy- . 
ous impression of the superiority of the one Diety I had 
enshrined there. I still continue better, but am not exact- 
ly well yet. I dare say I shall only stay a week in Town on 
my return, just to see my own darling and arrange our plans 
with her. For God's saJce, my dear, dear, most dear Hose, 
keep up your spirits, and remember how your own angel 
conduct has endeared you to me ; for if ever there was a 
Spirit of Love upon earth it is you. 

God bless 00 my dearest, dearest love Knd life. 
Your own Adorer, 

P ^T. 

XCII. 

To Miss Bosina Whbsleb, 4 Somerset Street, Portman 

Square, London. 
[Returning.— Delight to meet again.— Miss Gibbings, the hdress.] 

BHghton, Fth. 15tt, 1827. 

Yes, dearest, I mil write to you every day during my 
stay herty but there, like the oracle's, my promis is some- 
what perfidious ; for to-morrow I shall be on the road, and 
shall not reach my quarters for the evening till after Post 
time, so that the letter which makes you the promis also 
discharges it I am so impatient to see you again. Do, 
darling, let me find a letter at Thomson's to say what day 
I can have that happiness — Tuesday perhaps at farthest ? 
What volumes we shall have to say, and yet iny own 
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darling, I thiuk we can find better employment for our 
lips than to say anything P As for me, I think I shall be 
too overjoyed to kiss 00 even ; I shall wait my angel, my 
Poodle, till the first kiss from 00 own self has restored me 
to life. For the fii*st minate of meeting yon will not be 
life — at least not waking life ; it will be a dream, a trans- 
port, a chaos of feeling that has nothing to do with ordi- 
nary objects of existence. Suppose, my most beautiful 
Bose, that we wore now together in the same kennel, in 
each other's arms — what should I do ? Ah I I dare not 
think ! for the thought of yon is a fever that bums like 
liquid fire within me. When, my own Bose, shall I 
quench it in your kisses f My life, my love, my soul, do I 
doat on yon or do I raye when I would tell yon what I 
feel ? Well said Yirgil '' there is no madness like pas- 
sion." 

And so my pretty Poodle, I am to get you a Blenheim 
spaniel ? 

Is it to be one of my own Pups ? I fully commiserate 
with yon in your indignant and aggrieved feelings at the 
profanation of 00 name — / too have had my nerves woe- 
fully attacked. A certain youth praising a cook that 
belonged to the Life Guards' mess said, '' And he is so 
d— d good at a pinch too ; he made us some famous soup 
once, out of a little parsley and a Puppy's leg." Fancy 
Puppy's leg, independent of the white adorables, served 
up ; but us, yon can't fancy it — the thought is too horrid I 

I have not seen poor Mrs. Hunter. I hear that the 

elopement of the Baroness B has made a great sensation 

a^^ainst her, for they were perfectly inseparable. I went to 
2 parties last night ; at one given by Miss Oibbings, the 
heiress, that young lady delighted ns with her knowledge 
of 6 languages, her skill in drawing, her knowledge of 
music and her science in chemistry I I wonid as soon 
marry ''The Public Advertiser " as an Exhibitor of that 
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fiorfc in spite of the £80^000. My health is much^ very 
much improved. 

Pray^ pray^ darlings take care of 00 own self^ and let 
me know exactly how you are, and when wc shall meet, and 
let me have your letter at Thomson's on Saturday — 200,000 
[marks 0/ kisses], I only wish, my dearest love, that wo 
could make a thermometer of affection. I wish. yon conld 
see the degree of mine, I do so adore you I 

XCIII. 
[His mother IIL— Not asked for money.} 

Well, ray pretty Poodle, — In the first place, when I 
came down this morning, 1 found your letter, which I read 
twice over before I began to gnaw my bone, and then I 
commenced that darling little book with my second saucer 
of milk. I was so rejoiced when I came to a line about 
Poodle, that I got up and wagged my tail for twenty-two 
minutes and one second — the line was : 

"Bright Ccenis whose eyes so refulgently shine." 

It was very pretty and nice in the poet to call Poodle 
Oosnis or the dog-star I I have at home in my great kennel 
at Enebworth a whole collection of those productions of 
genius, ''Mother Hubbard and her dog" — ''Butterfly's 
biill,'' " Grasshopper's Feast," cum mulfis dliis ; which I 
will give you for your own library when you become Mrs. 
Puppy — only you must not dog-ear them, / will bring the 
only thing whose ears are to be dogged. 

So after I had read this, I followed Bacon's advive (all 
puppies like Bacon) of thinking after study, and I began 
a very morbid and melancholy meditation upon your tooth- 
ache, with various recoUeotions of the the past when I kissed 
it away, and of the future when I should again have that 
happiness. This by-the-bye, bi'ought on a train of very 
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subtle and searching enqniries ns to yonr not beiog pleased 
at a certain amusement whicji gives Puppy so much pleasure. 
And then, thinking such reflections were dangerous, I 
curled up my tail and set off to Dog Kenrick^s ; I wont in 
and found Mrs. Atkinson on the staircase, and her picture 
in the drawing-room. I then talked of profiles and poetry 
to j^iss Kenrick, which introduced Miss Landon — Olympia 
— ^and yonr picture. In the first place, that picture is to be 
mine the momept it comes from the Exhibition. I bought 
it very cheap. Secondly, I think it very beautiful. Third- 
ly, 1 do not, upon my honour, think it half so handsome 
as you ; the features are too large, the face too long, the 
dimple omitted, the expression not near so brilliant nor so 
spirUuelle as yours* 1 do not think it very like, either ; 
and I must now, my dearest love, beseech you to let me have 
another small one, and to sit for it immediately. I have 
told Miss Eenrick that I will purchase it, if she can 
persuade you to have it drawn ; and so pray^ my dearest, 
dearest love, do have it done directly : as a bribe I will 
send yon mine on the very day I receive yours. Let me^ 
my most faultless beauty, consider this as settled. 

So then. Puppy, after having talked about pictures 
etc., for some time, trotted homo and found two proofs of 
" Falkland,'' which he corrected, and then got upon a 
great big horse, and went to see after bis relations of Blen- 
heim. Not being able to find any to his taste, he was very 
much disconcerted and slunk home to his mama in Sey- 
mour street. Her he found afflicted with rheumatism, 
and did not therefore think it advisable to apply for the 
money; but Poodle shall hear more on that subject 
to-morrow. While he was there, a letter came from Miss 
Richardson ; me encloses it. She is the plague of my life, 
quite '* my distemper/' And now my dearest, I returned, 
and at this moment am scribbling this to 00. I do not 
think Mr. GampbelFs verses good, and I dislike the last 
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yerse which you like worse than any. Do, dearest, send 
mo those yerses yon promised. Write me eady to-morrow, 
my beauty. 20,000 [ifcw«M], I hiiye written about 
another kennel this yery morning. I am now going out 
to dine with Villers. Perhaps I may go to Lady London- 
derry's in the eyening ; but it depends upon whether my 
brother does— if not, I don't think I shall. However, 
zooll hear from me to-morrow, and in the meanwhile oo 
sail haye my heart and my soul, my life, my darling. 

Zoo OWK PUPPT. 

Not pleased at — • fie. Poodle, fie I 

XCIV. 

To Miss Wheeler, Somerset Street 

[ViUiers.— Napoleon.] 

Thursday, 2 o'clock. 
Pray forgiye me, my darling Bose, for not haying writ- 
ten to you before. I haye been changing my abode to 
Mi mart's, Brook St., where you must in future direct to 
me. Add to this, I haye been pressed by three messages 
from Oolbnrn to return a sheet which I still haye still in 
my possession and cannot for the life of me alter, tho' 
altered it must be. 

My own poor dear loye, I am so yery, yery sorry for 
you ; I know it was all my own fault in dragging you out 
on Tuesday. You shall not come out now till you are 
quite, Quite well. Pray take the greatest care of yourself 
and stay in bed. 

Does oo think, my own darling, seriously and truly that 
if 00 did really look less adorable, your own true t^uppy 
could perceiye it ? No I he would only think it a change 
in 00 beautiful Kaleidoscope of a face, which cannot admit 
of any yariation less than diyine. Keep its poor dear cheek 
(oh, how Pappy longs to lick it !) in as equal a temperature 
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as possible. Pray get well as soon as possible, in order to 
huTc your picture taken. I am so impatient to have it. 
Eomember my promis of exchange. " Vain Puppy T' You 
must not write if it hurts your arm, that beautiful am— «t 
least only one line, and that shall be to-night when I shall 
send you another letter, in order to Itear how you are. 
And so my own Poodle wants to know what Puppy did 
yesterday ? Why, after he wrote to Poodle he jumped into 
a hackney coach with his great big brother and was taken 
to Lincoln's Inn : there he found Dog Villiers, and soon 
after Dog Napoleon came — quite a family party. Then 
sevenil dishes of bones, etc., were set before them, and 
Puppy munched, but without any appetite, for he thought 
of the snug scraps he had purloined in company with 
Poodle, and so he sat and neither barked no devoured a 
10th part as much as he is wont to do--only once he growled 
at his big brother about Politics, Puppy being a very 
Seditious, discontented dog wheneyer he is ^' down at the 
mouth.'' Then after their bones all the 4 dogs sat down 
to whist, and Puppy lost ; upon which he slunk his tail and 
trotted home, intending to diwes for Dog Londonderry's 
party ; but when he got home, he laid down on the sofa 
and went to sleep ; and when he woke, he crept to his inner 
kennel and tossed about aud thought of Poodle ; and then 
he saw ''eyes refulgently shining" and rosy lips and a 
beautiful black curly tail ; and then he took to wondering 
for the 100th time what Poodle ment when she said she 
only felt '^odd not pleased," and he said Poodle's a fool ; 
and then ho grew into a great rage aud fell asleep out of 
spite. He woke with a great pain in his head, and then he 
read Poodle's letter, and was glad he had pain, because it 
sympathised with her. 

Do, do my own dear love, be as prudent as you can. I 
can't bear to think of your being ill, and I not with you. 
O darling ! I send you a dear little full-length statue of 
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Puppy with his curl at his tail, which I stole from dog 
Villiers yesterday. Unhappily I was caught in the fact and 
forced, not to restore — for that I would not — but exchange 
for something else, which I was loath enough to do. How- 
ever, I was so pleased to get so capital a likeness — curl and 
all — that I thought I could not pay too dear for it. I rend 
you a letter I received in answer to the application about 
the kennel I spoke of yesterday. Pretty and pithy ; is it 
not, darling ? i)100 a year, unfurnished, besides a thousand 
pounds. 

Well, Rosey, I must wish yon good-bye now, tho' I 
shall write again in the evening; but pray my dearest^ 
dearest love, remember that my life, health, happiness are 
wrapt up in you. I write this at the AthensBum, where I 
have flown for safty from innumerous duns. I am going 
now to leave it myself. I send you, my dearest love, a 
thousand kisses. Beturn them with all legal interest 
when we meet. 

P ^Y. 

xov. 

To Miss Boss Whbeles. 

' [R. O. S. E.— Arch quack of tale-writing, Walter Scott.] 

MivarVs Hotel, Brook Street. 
My Dearest Rose, which name I think (pray forgiv6 
me) prettier even than "Poodle *' — Aye zoo may pout but 
I really do, Mrs, Pnppy-that-is-to-be 1 Rose 1 Oh beautiful 
name I it breathes on me like spring-flowers, sunshine, 
fragrance, all embodied in one dear word I R. for Rapture 
according to my idea ; 0. for " odd,'* according to yours ; 
S. for Silly in you to think so ; and E. for Enchanted, 
which you shall be, by-and-bye, when you are Mrs. Puppy. 
How did darling Poodle like my statue ? Was it not too 
like me ? Will it not instead of a stupid miniature ? Pray 
say, my own darling, how 00 is, but that I know 00 has 
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done in oo letter which my servant will have in return for 
this. After Pnppy left his last one — by-tho-bye when he 
knocked at oo kennel he saw a little fat black terrier who 
growled at him, which frightened poor Puppy very mucti — 
what did it there ? me is very jealous ! — well, to return ; 
after Puppy had knocked at oo door and given his letter 
to a very pretty little dog (female dog) who opened it, he 
bolted off to the stables, and then he run with the horses 
in the Park for some time, and then ho went to see his 
mother dog in Seymour St., and then he growled and 
barked with her for about an hour, and he got a promis to 
have a great big sum of money in a day or two, and then 
he will change Poodle's large penny, and she shall have a 
new collar. 

I am very, very anxious to hear from you, my own 
Bosey ; so pray let the report bo favourable, which cannot 
be unless you take care of yourself ; so pray, my darling, 
nurse oo own pretty cheek, that I may kiss it on Saturday. 

I am going to finish the alterations in ^'Falkland'' 
to-night, and the Preface — I hope will certainly be out by 
Tuesday or Wednesday. If I have improved it, it is very 
meretriciously quacked up with a Plot and a Ghost, and a 
description like that Arch-Quack of tale-writing Walter 
Scott, to whom I pray night and morning that I may see 
justice done before I die. By the way, my own beautiful 
and bright-eyed Poodle must have seen the curious but 
complimentary notice on '*Dame Bebecca Berry ''in the 
Morning Post. So me's in a new kennel which me likea 
very much. 

Pbikcb Puppt. 
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XOVL 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street 
[Her Statue.— Went to bis mother.] 

My Own Darling Poodle, — I beg yon ten million pardons 
for having kept 00 waiting for my communication last nighty 
and then, my own love, for having made it so concise. I 
had hoped to have written to yon in the evening a long 
reply to your beautiful letter, but we did not sit down to 
dinner till after 8. I rose this morning very unwell, tho* 
I can safely assert my freedom from all yeetere'en excesses. 
I then found 00 pretty note and 00 darling, darling statue. 
What a love 200 is for sending it 1 How very, very often 
I have kissed it I Snch dear little eyes, tho' not a bit like 
Poodle's large love-lighted ocean of an eye, and such dear 
long ears, tbo' they are white instead of black ; but then 
such great club feet I Oh how unlike Poodle's ! However 
my prettiest of the pretty, it has a certain likeness, and me 
looks at it every hour. I am so delighted with it. Well, 
love, when I had sufficiently admired it, I dressed myself 
and went out in a great cabriolet ; then I saw William, and 
he dines with y« Dog Gascoignes to-day ; from thence Puppy 
went to his Mother in Seymoar St., when he had a long dis- 
pute about the Ohnrch Missionarv Society, and he is now 
returned very faint and ill. 

Do, my own Poodle, write to me a long kind letter, 
tho' I know my darling love, that I do not deserve it for 
my short effusions to you, but I really am nnwell to-night 
and sick — sick at heart, even more than elsewhere. How- 
ever, my prettiest of Poodle's, I will write as long as I am 
able. 

As to Walter Scott — ^but no, dearest I wont differ from 
you to-night. What 00 says about it is, however, bootifuUy 
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written and worthy of my own adorable love, who is certain- 
ly the most clever, charming, petty, good, noble Poodle 
which ever existed. Zoo bqU^ my dear, dear girl, have a 
long letter to-morrow : Till then, Zoo own. 

P ^Y. 

XOVII. 

To M186 Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 

[Wrestling with demons. ^Believes himself mad at times.— Fever.] 

10 o^cloch. 

No, my dearest love, I shonld not have told yon to 
write a kind letter to me ; when indeed, were year letters 
otherwise? I hardly know what I wrote, for I was very 
ill and went to bed immediately afterwards. I have had a 
wretched night and am now very feverish. I have, how- 
ever, got np, and have been better since. God bless you, 
my angel of hope and comfort, for all the happiness your 
love brings me ! 0, never, never may I be unworthy of 
such a treasure ! In every moment of wretchedness one 
of your dear and kind letters is sufficient to restore me. 
Would indeed that you were with me. If I could but feel 
one of your pure, oo<d kisses upon my forehead, it would 
cease to burn so. What misfortune would not be charmed 
away by a single glance from that deep and beautiful eye ! 
yon asked me to tell you what vexed me? Alas ! I might 
answer you in general '' my own nature,'' for I am so often 
unhappy from the habit acquired by the past as by any 
apparent misfortune from the present. Never could you 
conceive the moments of agony, the wrestling of the Spirit 
with Demons, that I endure. Never has any human eye 
beheld me in those moments, never even shall yours. 

I would not for worlds be seen in that feebleness and 
prostration of mind. I believe — firmly believe — that at 
those times I am mad. Nobody could believe all that I 
then see, hear, feel ; but yesterday, my own love, I was 
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Quliappy from a more palpable cause, and which I wonld 
rather tell yoa of when we meet ; it is nothing, however, 
of any consequence, or that ought to make you uneasy. 

Yes, loTe, William w happy to be able to see E. G. 
~ openly, and not, like us, to meet by stealth and in dark- 
ness ; and I feel bitterly, my dearest Rose, all that I have 
and do cost yon ; but at least we love each other better 
than we should otherwise have done. As for me, I cannot 
express how increased in its degree and elevated in its 
nature my love lias been to you, since I knew those mines 
in your character, which the superficial routine of ordinary 
attachment could never have explored. 

I am to see a Blenheim Spaniel to-day at 12. I went 
everywhere after one yesterday, as indeed I have every day 
I have been out. I will also send for the book you wish to 
see, and let yoa have it in Che evening, when I will write 
again. (12 o'clock.) The D' has been here ; he says my 
fever is much better than last night ; but that my pulse is 
very feeble. Such a night as I have passed might well 
ex|;iaust me 1 

Do, my dearest, dearest love, keep yourself well, and 
let me know how you are. If you wish me to recover soon, 
it will be by telling me you are well. Your pretty statue 
is in high beauty, and sends its love to mine. I am wait- 
ing for my servant to take this to you. Do not say, my 
Spirit of Love and Light, that your beautiful thoughts bore 
me ; on the contrary, they are all that brighten the dark- 
ness of my own. Even in writing to you I have become 
better ; my head is grown cool, my heart beats less violently ; 
the Evil Demon within me is at rest. If love has such 
power over sin and sorrow, can he be less than a God ? 

Farewell, my star, life has no cloud which you cannot 
smile away — 2000 \his%M\ 

Your own own Heart's Friend, no less than your 
Beauty's Idolater— but that phrase is cold, and I mean to 
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say that I adore yon as an angel, as much as I doat on yon 
as a woman. 

Puppy, 

I will send back to-morrow Lady 's handkerchief. 

Do send me the verses yon promised me long ago. I shall 
haye the last proof of '' Falkland '' to-morrow night. 

XCVIII. 

To Miss Wheelsb, Somerset Street. 
[Lady C 's Letter.—Sending Miss Wheeler a Blenheim Spaniel.] 

My Dearest, Dearest Love, — Many thanks for yonr 
pretty letter. I am perfectly petrified ; firstly because I 

put Lady C *s letter in the fire ; secondly, because I 

have jnst received a letter from Mr. Oilier, wb I will send 
you in the evening — in the meantime I leave yon in 
suspense about it, knowing that that state is most agreeable 
to yonr mind. ''Alps upon Alps, and hills on hills 
arise." 

Good-bye for the present, darling. Zoo own own 
Original P t. 

P. S. 1 am very much better to-day. The Blenheim 

is just come. I send it ; say if yon like it ; I fear it is not 
pretty enough. Let me know by one line if yon approve of 
it — if not I hope to get another to-morrow. 

Its name is '' Dash.'' 
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XCIX. 

To Miss Whebubb. 
[" Falkland,'* proposed for making it longer.-^ot off Ida wblskon-l 

My Dearest Love. — I am in great tribulation owing to 
the enclosed letter from Mr. Oilier.* I shall not — for I 
cannot — comply with the request to make the book longer, 
— if the protraction must be, it must be in the middle, not 
the catastrophe. 

I hope my own pretty Foodie continues to like Puppy's 
reprosentative, tho' I do not think it was politic to send it 
oo, lest 00 should like it better/ or rather because oo will 
at all events have something else to love, which will sub- 
tract from the sum due to THE Puppy, I am much 
better tho' I look so ill. I don't intend oo to see me for 
the next month Vanity ! I shall hurry down to the 
country and hide my diminished head, diminished in all 
senses, for in a fit of extreme despair, I this morning cut 
off — my whiskers I You have no idea how hideous I am I 

* This letter follows hereupon. 

Mr Oliier's LeUer Respecting "Falkland." 

Ifeu> Burlington 8t,, Tueada$f, 

Sir,— May I bo allowed to say a few words to you respecting the 
Romance of your friend. "Falkland " is now printed, and makes 
only2i2 pages I so that the volume will be too thin to bo put forth. 
It has moreover, been very openly printed in order to swell it, if pos- 
sible, into a size which might command attention. If it be publi^ed 
in its present state, the talent and eloqnence of the author will hardly 
have a fair chance, inasmuch as few readers will think the work of suf- 
flcient importance to be seriously regarded. Do you think the author, 
under these considerations, would add anything towards the latter 
part of the composition ? 

" I have the honour to be Sir, respectfully yours, 

*' ChabIiBS Olldbb." 
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No earthly power coald persuade me to let any of the 
Poodle specie see me. I have done nothing but sigh and 
groan at the loss all day. 

I am so sorry that I burnt Lady 's letter — the 

fact is that yours the Hune day contained something w>^ 
made conflagration prudent^ and in burning the one I bunit 
the other. On reading OUier's letter again I think it most 
likely that '^ Falkland will not be published at all. I think 
he means to say that unless I do lengthen it, he wonH have 
it, and if he expresses that more clearly, or the least unciv- 
illy, he may be d — a 1 Indeed, if I were disposed to 
lengthen it, I could not by more than 20 pages, and less 
than 100 would be useless. I shall, however, have, I hope, 
a fuller explanation of this in the evening, and will let you 
know to-morrow. By Jupiter Tonans, if that d — d fellow 
returns my book after having bought it, I'll turn author all 
my life to spite him. Adieu, my darling, who is the only 
durling who thinks Puppy's tricks clever, for Puppy seriously 
begins to think hifMelf very stupid. Zoo own Idolater, 

P. 

Oh I if you could but see how ugly I look. You would 
never become Mrs. Puppy. 

0. 

To M18S Wheelbb, 40, Somerset Street 

[Enquires for houses.— His hope, happiness and ^017 centered In 
her.— His Mother going to Enebworth.— Wants to join her to 
expedite their suit.] 

OH how beautiful your verses are ; they are like your 
virtues — make me shed tears while I admire them. 
My dearest, dearest love, but a little while longer and my 
whole life shall repay your affection. How eagerly I long 
for that time I when you are with me I shall be well. You 
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are my sun, and it is only in yon absence that I droop and 
wither. Ever since I received your note I have been recov- 
ering. I am now very much better than I was in tho 
morning, and hope to-morrow to be quite well. Ah, 
dearest, it is not too great a temptation to offer to come 
here ? No, my angel, you must nurse your own darling 
self, and remember how much dearer every moment makes 
you to me, and what increasing care you onght therefore 
to pay to my Wealth, Hope, Happiness, Glory — centered 
and accumulating in you. 

I am so happy that you like Blenheim ; pray have no 
scruple in exchanging him if he disimproves, tho^ that 
would be too great a punishment for the poor animal. To 
see you, is to see the Enchanted Island in the Chinese 
Tales — the rest of life is only one great and corroding 
longing to see you again. I wish, love, that I could 
nnswer your verses as they deserve — the moment I am well 
enough I will at least pay a tithe of my debt to yon in 
kind. But at this moment I should have no mind, or even 
thought if you were not for ever present and presiding 
over both. Zoo must wait for the book till to-morrow, 
when I hope to go for it myself, for I do not much like 
sending my servant for the work that bears so sacred a 
title. It is sacrilege in anybody to have aught to do with 
love except us. My mother has been here, and was very 
kind ; she goes to Knebworth to-morrow. I shall join her 
soon, for I want to expedite our suit. I have i*eceived 
answers respecting the houses I enquired after ; none will 
do, dearest. I think after all we will leave these cold cli- 
mates for those bright Heavens which shall remind us of 
love, if ever for a moment we forget it. I do not think, 
love, that your sighs would be less sweet when mingled 
with the fragrance of Italian skies, or any change of cli- 
mate could change, unless it ripened, the perfection of our 
passion. Well, darling, I must now bid you farewell. Do 
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keep yonrself as well and as happy as yon can until you 
restore my health and constitute my happinoss. Toll me 
when you will be able to sit for your picture : I so long to 
havo it. If all my words, thoughts, feelings, emotions 
could be purified from every thiug that renders them now 
dark and sinful, there would indeed be left an offering, 
not worthy f but at least suitable, of the Altar on which I 
would consecrate them, for then there would be nothing 
left but love, — ardent, devoted, unceasing (even for a 
moment) for yon alone, which makes all other women 
odious, all other feelings insipid. Rose, my life, my love, 
God bless and reward you. Your own 

P Y. 

My servant will enquire for an answer, but sh^ you have 
written 00 note in the course of the day, zoo need noi 
trouble 00 darling self now. 

01. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
['• Falkland."— Whole expression of face altered.— Not fit to be seen.] 

My Dearest Bosey, — Only think of my forgetting the 
letter from Golburn I I enclose it now. I have answered 
it, to say that I can make no definite reply till I have read 
the whole : This I begged him to send me immediately, 
and this he has not yet done. I am so very much grieved 
to hear you are ill. My poor darling ! and to think I made 
you so by telling you of " Falkland's *' dilemma ! I am 
very sorry. My dear dear life and love, pray forgive 00 
own Puppy and get well. 

I am in perfect paroxysm of rage and despair, that I 
cannot come to Miss Spence's to-morrow to see 00 ; really 
I am not fit to be seen — it is the whole expression of face 
w*» is altered. You would not know me if you saw me ; I 
really cannot put your love to so severe a Proof. It would 
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be infidelity to what I was, to like me as I am : ^* Was there 
ever such a coquet as Puppy ?*' Well, scold as oo will, me 
cannot help it. 

I had such a dream last night : I thought the Mother 
Dog found Pappy & Poodle in the same kennel, and that 
there was a great scene/and Puppy said they were privately 
married, and then the Dog Mother consented, and then 
they all went to a Breakfast Party, and some great he-dog 
took Poodle's chair, and Puppy challenged him, and they 
went out to fight, and Poodle followed a short way, and 
then turned back with another Puppy, and the Puppy went 
and made his will, and then instead of fighting, ho woke. 

I am in a desperate passion about '' Falkland,'' desperate, 
and cannot write to oo as I wish till it is all settled. Adieu, 
my darling. Love to Dash. Pray, pray take care of your^ 
self, and do let me hear you are better in y« evening. But 
above all, my angel, my darling, do, I implore you, keep up 
your spirits, for they make health. Do also, dearest, let 
me have your picture as soon as you can ; I shall find it 
such a companion and comfort. 

Zoo own 

P ^Y. 

I shall have some money to-morrow, I hope. 

OIL 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[Wanting to see him without his ears.— Henry reading " Falkland."] 

My own Prettiest of Poodles, — Zoo's a naughty Dog to 
want to see Puppy without his ears, and he begs as a vert/. 
Very great favour that Poodle will let him o£F, and not ask 
a request which it will really pain Puppy to obey. How- 
ever if you will cut off your ears too, if I don't go, I will 
endeavour to do so ; but I again beseech you not to preea 
it. 
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I have sent for the " Progress of Love," and have just 
got it I will send it to you to-morrow ; it seems very stupid 
and all Abelard and Heloise. My dear, dear love, how 
shall I thank yon for sending me y® book 1 I hope, dearest, 
when I asked you for it before, that you did not buy it — 
that idea would spoil my pleasui^e in reading it. 

I have at last got Ollier's answer ; he explains away all : 
*^ A suggestion solely for my consideration, prompted by 
the merit of the book and the wish that it should have a 
proportionate sale ; of course I will do what I please/' etc. 
I shall write like a Dragon to-night, and really will try and 
Icugthen it if iiossible. I am not however, very well, nor 
shall be till I get out of town. Henry is at this moment 
reading '* Falkland ; '^ he says that no woman will get over 
the Gth letter, and is inclined to add '^ no more after the 
7th/' It is indeed woefully stupid, but we shall see — ^it 
may or may not take. I do, darling, hope that you con- 
tinue to like Dash ; but if you do not pray, pray tell me 
and me'U change him. Pappy is the great Ouy of War- 
wick among Dogs, and can make or unmake favourites. 
Pray, my dearest love, take care of yourself. I do «o, so, 
SO hope your iiead is better. Let me hear if Poodle 
insists upon Pupp/s attendance to-morrow. 

Zoo own 

Puppy. 

cm. 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Still mourning for his whiskers.] 

My Dearest Love, — I am too sorry for your head. You 
must keep it quiet till you can rest it upon me, and then I 
will kiss it well. ' '^ Did yon feel my kiss last night V* Yes, 
darling, you did, for I felt yours all the long night and feel 
them still at this moment. It is a delicious but a very 
slight food, is it not, dearest, those memories of a kiss P 
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Does 00 think oo should like to renew them now with me ? 
Ah ! dearesfc> how happy we ought to be that the fountain 
they spi-ing from is inexhaustible, and that when we have 
kissed for a thousand days, and a thousand nights too, 
darling, we shall not be one kiss poorer than we were 
before. 

Thank oo for endeavouring to console me for the loss of 
my cars, but I am still beyond the reach of even your con- 
solation. Like Biith, I mourn for my children, and. can- 
not be comforted, because they are not. ye departed 
objects of uncasing thought and anremitting attention, of 
daily' consideration and evening revisal, how often liave I 
curled ye into beauty and anointed ye with the oil of glad- 
ness, even above your fellows, and now, now where are ye 1 

Glory and Vanity of this world, where is Home ? where 
is Babylon ? where are my whiskers ? I cannot pursue the 
mournful theme any longer ; I am too, too wretched. Ye 
woods, be my sole dwelling place ; to your deepest recesses 

1 fly ; I will hide me from every face, I will vanish from 
every eye ! Poor Poodle, what will oo do till Puppy appears 
again in the hannts of Dogs, regenerate and rewhiskered ? 
By-the-bye, Puppy has got some money, and he sends 
Poodle some to buy her a new collar ; to be repaid in kisses 
the first year of their marriage. Do call on the Gascoignes^ 
and try and " sound." W™ is deeply smitten. 

I have sent a great part of the addition to ** Falkland " 
to the press to-day. I shall write the remainder with all 
due expedition, tho' I fear it will not be finished before 
Monday morning, for every addition I have so much to 
subtract and to refill, so that to add 30 pages is in reality 
to write 60. The book, by-the-bye, is very little like what 
you saw it, yet not a whit more interesting : It is like the 
silk stockings, constantly mended till they ceased to be silk 
and become cotton. I am going to have the lawyers with 
roe to-morrow. What a bore 1 Yet I wish to see if we can- 
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not add to onr income, wbicb would not be a bore. I long 
for your letter. I do so earnestly iiopo it will tell me 00 is 
better^ and that 00 is looking as bootiful as ever. zoo 
darling, how me longs to kiss 00 I 

00 own earless 

Puppy, 
CIV. 

To Miss Whbeler, 40, Somerset Street, 

[Refused all things to weep over his whiskers, and lengthen " Falk- 
land."] 

My Dearest Love, My Angel, My Life, My Adored And 
Beautiful Rose, — I send you a thousand kisses. My own 
prvtty Poodle, 00 must not kill Pupjiy with too much 
kindness, because if 00 kill him, 00 knows very well that 
00 cannot kiss him, which would be a thousand pities. 
Mo tliinks that 00 lips and Puppy's were made for one 
another ; cei*tainly mine and Poodle's were. How pretty 
we sail look, darling, growing together, two dogs on one 
stalk and cementing our union by the lips! We will 
weave such pretty chains of kisses, will we not, dearest ? 
My own wife, zoo must not refuse 00 pin money — 00 were 
saying 00 wanted some, and me was so wretched till me 
got this for 00, and so 00 must not refuse it now. Poodle. 
Zoo will be sure to require it, and 00 sail pay me when you 
are Mr", Puppy. I am so bored about *' Falkland ;'' I have 
got a world to write, and it is so against the grain that I 
never can do above a page at a time. Yet I am dying to 
leave London, for my health is like a shy horse, running 
away in these crowded streets, tho' it would be quiet 
enough in the country. 

I long to hear what 00 has done about the Gascoignes, 
and I shall not be easy, my prettiest of Poodles, till I hear 
00 suffered a false alarm from Mrs. Somebody in Portman 
Sq"- Henry and I are holding out here very amiably, and 
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agreeing much more lovingly than I conld have snppooed. 
W™ has gone to the Opera with the O/s and I have 
ref Qsed all things to weep over my whiskers and write 
'^ Falkland/^ two of the most dignified things I could do, 
hy-the-bye. I am going to finish him to- night I hope. 
" I must be sure/' as Henry very wittily says, " to make 
him die in a period/' Do dearest^ get yonr picture done, 
I long so to have it. Why docs oo call me a darling ? Me 
is not a darling : oo concentrates all the darlingry in in the 
world, and has left me none for myself, o zoo M**- Poodle, 
M*** Poodle, zoo's a love ! Will oo dream of me to-night, 
in order that we may meet as oo thinks wo do ? Gtood-byo 
my love, my darling, my beauty of beauties. Ah I when 
shall I lay my head on that dear, dear — Ah I 

P ^Y. 

cv. 

To Miss Whebleb, 40, Somerset Street. 
[Her disinterestedness in wishing his brother William to many.] 

My dearest Poodle, — How shall I thank and kiss yon 
for your darling letter and oo pretty dream, which I am 
quite at a loss to expound, except in the following way : — 
The play is life, of course ; my Mother's seolding and 
consent require no explanation ; the flowers mean tho 
country where wo arc to live ; and the chair, the sola on 
which Puppy is to go to sleep after dinner. Do^ oo like 

my explanation, love ? My Brother did meet B. O ^ for 

it was to Napoleon's box that they went. It is very dis- 
interested in you to wish W™ to marry that girl, for it is 
the very worst thing in the world that cjin happen to us, 
the very worst, as far as my mother's consent and my 
exi^ectations are concerned. However, it is no use strug- 
gling against the stream of futality, even tho' one sinlLsin it 

'' Falkland ''.is drawing near to a conclusion. Thank 
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Heaven I I hope to-night to pnt the finishing stroke to 
}iim I shall be too happy when he is ssife aud dead. Pray 
my own loye, can yon not reward me for all this trouble by 
meeting me on Tuesday ? If sol will stay in town till 
Wednesday. Pray rfo, darling, if it will not increase your 
cold. So Poodle would not take her collar from Pupyy ? 
He's so angry with 00 — however, zoo must aud shall take 

one when me has written ye ** M of a G /' 

I have been sitting in all the morning till 4, when I took 
a tolerable ride, the only exercise I have taken for a long 
time ; and I am much better, though very tired, to-night. 
You cannot conceive the horror with which I glance every 
moment at a small table piled with papers which are all 
going to be woven and prolonged into the 4th book of Mr. 
'' Falkland '^ this very evening. It is a great pity such a 
very wise book should be so dull I I am very anxious to 
hear all about Mr. Oifford. Poor Dash, how much he is to 
be pitied I " Pitied,'* 00 say ? Pretty compliment : yes, 
'^ pitied *'; that he is with 00, and does not know what a 
world of happiness he ought to enjoy I Ah, I, even I, 
King of the Puppies, would change all my pomp, state, and 
circumstances, to be only simple Mr. Dash for a quarter of 
an hour, and be fully sensible of my bliss in being with oo. 
Pray is 00 looking pretty now ? Me's looking so hideous 
poor whiskerless me ! Me runs to look in the glass every 
moment to see if they are growing. Will 00 see me on 
Tuesday F Me will be almost as well contented if 00 don't. 
Farewell, my fountain of inexhaustible happiness I Zoo 
own faithful Pappy de Poodle Von Falkland Mac Mortimer. 

P. 
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OVI. 

To Miss Whbelee. 
["Falkland" altered.— The "Great Unknown."— Vanity.] 

Dearly Beloved Poodle, — I purpose dividing the follow- 
ing discourse into 2 heads ; the first I shall denominate the 
Poodle Head, as containing an answer unto all things 
coming from Poodle, and y second I shall entitle Puppy 
Ilpad as being a narration of all things appertaining unto 
Pappy. 

Only think Miss Poodle of your making the s«ime sug- 
gestion as myself touching tho capability of our respective 
kennels to carry 2 inside I It really was quite ominous 
that letters containing such hiTid proposals should croz^ — 
the only thing cross there ever will be between us I hope. 
Angel. The big dog my Brother is not with me, but this 
day at 2 o'clock came Napoleon, who has lately been quar- 
tered at the Guards' Barracks. He came most unmartially 
complaining of the cold, and bearing a formidable batpn of 
paper which soon changed into ''A Political Pamphlet ou 
the Catholic question.^' This I had patiently to listen to 
for tho best part of an hour, which courtesy was requited 
with a ** Well, my dear Edward, as I have many more" 
things to read to you and it's dused cold at the Barracks, I 
think Pll stay hero for the next day or two " — accordingly 
he has bespoken a kennel. So my own beauty must be a 
Sleeping Beauty all the week, and narse herself well in 
order to meet Puppy next week. I am delighted to hear 
your face has gone down, having been terribly alarmed lost 
it should have gone off. Pray my own love, do every- 
thing you can to become quite, quire, quite well. O 
zoo Poohdell ! 

I have my angel, altered Mr. '^ Falkland.'^ Never 
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before did I see so strongly tbe truth of the old adage : the 
difficnity is in the Proof 1" Pun — 00 takes me ? Ali, 
darling, I wish 00 did. According. My pretty quack defen- 
der, to 00 system, you must admire '' Almacks'' and Colley 
Gibber, if to gull the Public alone be merit, of a verity 
"they hare had their reward '* as much as that author of 
false history and true Scotch — whom people decently cull 
" the Great Unknown ''—Great Fiddlestick ! 

1,000,000,000,000,000,000 [marks of kisses], my deai-est 
Bose, for reminding me of a time which ought indeed to 
1)0 dear to me. From the moment I have been honoured 
by your lore, I have passed into a new existence ; all the 
former of life seems to me a feyerish and disturbed dream, 
which I shrink from recalling. Your rose, withered as it 
is, comes upon me full of recollections that never, never 
can decay. My own darling, I shall yet repay you for 
everything— except the happiness you have given me. 
Your love is inestimable. And did my own Heaven of 
Heavens get hurt with one of the thorns ? Ah love, me 
will kiss the spot when I see you again I You talk to me, 
my angel, about my faults — as I have told you yours, it is 
fair you should tell me exactly and t)articularly mine. Per- 
haps they may be curled up into something prettier. As 
to "Falkland's" doing me justice, etc., no work ever will 
be a lOOO^A part as good as I think I can make it, till I have 
my own time, plan, etc., entirely as I please, with the 
certainty that I have only to make my undertaking public 
ill order to have it fairly estimated. I am more disgusted 
with the thing at this moment than you can conceive, 
because I am disappointed in all I have done myself, and 
because I never did and never could — ^Vain as I am— care a 
tingle straw about the generality of people being pleased or 
not. Take core of 00 own darling self, as being the only 
thing w^ I never was disappointed, and believe me my 
darling, my life, my love, your own, own adorer. 
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An excellent made dish for a light snpper : '' P^ppy 
d VamouTy farci de Foodie.^* After I had finished my 
letter. I found I had only treated of one Head instead of 
two. No wonder 1 since I have been so confused by my 
love for 00, that I don't know even oo from myself. 

CVIL 
To MiBS Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 
[" Falkland ** finished at last— Preface still to write.] ^ 

My Own Beauty, — I am so sorry that you are in pain ; 
pray, for God's sake, nurse yourself and don't come out to- 
morrow if you ara not better. I will wait in Town till you 
are quite well rather than you should expose yourself to any, 
risk of increasing your pain. I hope most fervently that 
by this time you«re much better, w^ it will give me the 
sincerest happiness — ^absolute Juippiness — to hear. My own 
Poodle does not know bow I sympathize with her in every- 
thing she suffers, or she would not be vexed with me at 
some unlucky paragraph in my letter which I see very 
plainly she is. However, I shall kiss her into forgiveness 
to-morrow, for surely she knows that it was unintentional, 
whatever it might be. Do my dearest love, tell me what it 
was — really I don't know, except it was about Poodle's new 
collar. We certainly will not get out of the carriage, and 
we had better say half -past twelve, in the Square. I shall 
be punctual to a moment to that time. I have finished 
** Falkland " at last but I have the Preface still to write. 

My dearest, dearest love, I am so very much grieved 
that yon should find any part of my letter calculated to 
hurt you, especially when you are ill. Do tell oo own 
Puppy what it is. How very funny it is in der son Dash, 
to play with chickens in that manner. It is not at all in 
Puppy's way, and oo is very much in the wrong to think 
80, and me is very angry with oo for oo sneer at my thin- 
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ness. Howerer, me i% very thiu and very ill, and more 
and more likely to leave 00 a young widow, Mrd. Pappy. 
I wonder what sort of a man 00 w^ marry. I don't think 
a very clerer one, at least I woald advise nofc. But these 
subjects are but dull, my pretty Rose, and I am not in the 
humour to find a gayer. 

So 00 are to meet mo to-morrow. There, darling, I 
have found a happy subject^ and my pnlse beats — so 
qnickly that I think it will soon gallop up to 12 to-morrow, 
or rather to % past 12. Farewell, my own adored and 
darling love, and do forgive me if I have or vexed you. 
Your own P t. 

CVIII. 

[Miss Boore.— Mr. Jordan.— Hiss Landon.-*Not reoonciled to his 
Mother.— Dislike of Oockbum.— Writing " Peiham," a gentle- 
man like Gil Bias.— Mrs. CuaniDgham.] 

[Commencement of letter missing,] I have read your 
Uncle's speeches. The first is very good indeed, very, 
very witty and quite in the true and practical spirit of 
si»eaking. His views are true and enlarged, and the man- 
ner in which they are expressed shows them off to the best 
advantage. I can very easily conceive the effect which the 
speech appears to have prodnced. I return the ** Annual 
Register.'' Zoo sail positively have Elizabeth's address 
to-morrow. Miss Landon is amusing, and would have 
passed everywhere for an extremely clever person, if she 
hud never written a line ; but she lo&es far more in interest 
than she gains in admiration. All women lose by wit if 
not very, very chaste and refined, and (me does not mean 
anything personal) they are still more certain to lose by 
Satire of any description whatsoever. If I had been in love 
with Miss Landon, the simile applied to Miss Richardson 
would have drowned my affection beyond the reach of all 
the Humane Societies in the world. Miss Boore is admira 
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ble with her anecdotes of Almacks and young gentleman 
of County Families chased down by a pack of Patronesses. 
Mr. Jordan is awful I Poor Miss Landon ought not to go 
home in a hackney coach alone with him. The ill-natured 
who have read Miss Landon and tto^ sMn Mr. Jerdan will 
talk. As for me I should say, 

*' If to ^^r Bbare some female frailties fall. 
Look in hU face and she'll forget them all." 

I think your sister's verses yery bad, and your Mother's 
picture pretty but inexpressive. Me docs not recollect the 
verses of Lord Byron which 00 has transcribed in so ^' ili- 
gant " a hand ; bat they are all about lips and kisses. 

Zoo had a calling that way, dearest it's no use fighting 
against one genius. I am sorry about the insertion of the 
verses — ^be sure at least that the name is concaled. I have 
never written a lino in any Magazine, and I should rather 
like to make that habit a principle. 

I saw my Mother to-day, — ^we are certainly cool ; we 
have never been perfectly reconciled. It is her own fault. 
And she ought to see her loss. I can go anywhere and gain 
friends and form ties ; but woe to those who, in the decline 
of life, will not endeavour to preserve the affections of their 
own children I I %kaXi never forget the nature of her fond- 
ness for me— its effects it is not in my power to forgive : 
to forgive any injury from an enemy is easy enough — the 
smallest from a friend is unpardonable : one cold word, 
one bitter look, sinks deep into my heart and rankles there 
for years. I speak now more on this subject, because 1 have 
reason to be displeased with Gockbum, and I know well that 
if I strove ever so much to like him hereafter, as I have done, 
it would be impossible ; three words last night have done this 
work for a life. I love you, my own own darling, so vio- 
lently, and, considering my nature, even so unnaturally. 
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becanse from yon, under no ill temper of my own and 
nndcr no momentary displeasure or regret of yours^ haye I 
ever received one chilling look or one unkind word. I care 
not what other ties I may weeken or lose, so that yaurz is 
still coiled around my heart. 

" For whHe my Poodle's all my own, 1 see 
My Father, Mother, Brethem all In thee.** 

I hare written, or rather begun, a very impertinent 
Preface to my book, in which I wish to say that whoever 
dislikes it is a fool or knave I Nothing like bullying people 
when you can't persuade them. I shall immediately now 
finish the ^* Bcbel/' and get on with the '^ Memoirs of a 
Gtontleman.'' I think you and everybody else will like the 
last mentioned, (the ''Mem. of a Oenf) far better than 
'^ Falkland'' — it is chiefly humorous and full of incident, 
I want to draw a Gentleman like Oil Bias. The half of it 
ought certainly to be done in ten days, for whenever with 
wearied spirits and aching heart I could lie down and for- 
get my very existence, I spur myself on with the thonght 
that every line I write may bring me a day nearer possess- 
ing you wholly and forever. Gould I but satisfy my 
Mother's vanity and open the road to Independence for us, 
our difllculties would be over I I cannot tell you how dis- 
appointed I am in ''Falkland.'' I had hoped it would 
have been ten millions times better than it is. I have 
frittered away, from a regard to the prejudices of others, 
all that it possessed of the natural or elevated. Some 
letters to Emily, her death, some specalations on a future 
state, and one accounting for political differences solely by 
physical causes, made by far the best part — all that is 
omitted.' Neverthless, it may yet be read sufliciently to 
pave the way for something else. If not, nothing, not even 
time, will be lost Oh I Bose, if I had only an Author's 
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vanity at stake, how indifferently I should play I It is yon 
who makes mo week, wavering, restless, and anticipating. 
** Une grande passion mcdheureuse est «» grand moyen de 
sagesse," said Uoassean— '^ Ei um grande passion hsureuse 
est un grand moyen defolisj* says Puppy. Me will send oo 
the Preface to-morrow morning. Oo must not keep it 
above an hour ot two. Well, Boae, it's almost (last word 
wrongly spelt) time for me to leave off, is it not ? but me 
cannot yet, not till I have again and again implored you 
not to make your chest worse by setting up and too much 
writing. I think the greatest proof of love you can give 
me is taking care of ooself. Allow this is a long letter at 
last, and, what is more, disinterestedly so, for oo sail not 
write me more than a sheet to-morrow. Zoo has quite 
enough to do with oo book. 

A letter from Mrs. Onnningham this morning ; three 
have I received since I wrote— something like Miss Greene 
Adieu, my darling love, my life, my very Poodle of very 
Poodles. 

PUPPT Db Cubl. 
CIX. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

[Preface of '* FaUiland."] 

I send yon darling the Preface. Leave it out and I 
will send or call for it, either at 4 o'clock or in tha even- 
ing when I write again. 

Make any alteration in pencil oo likes. 

The whole is going to-night to person who, if he likes 
it, will take it to Golbnm. Say if oo likes the mottoes. 

Me's in a devil of a hurry and mnst therefore give oo 
20,000 {kisses^ and wish oo good-bye. 
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OX, 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 

[••Falkland."— "Memoirs of a Qenlleman."—" The Rebel.*'] 

My Own And Only Poodle, My Fountain of Delight^ 

I send this epistolary stre;im as u tribute to tbe I I was 
so Tezed that I ooold not write to yon yesterday. I was 
staying at my mothei'^s till too late an hour to do so ;> for 
as to writing there, that was qnito out of the question. 
Bven as it was, my little billot was regarded with the most 
menacing suspicions. ITnhappily, 5 minutes before, I bad 
been talking of Miss Bengei-'s death — that brought on Miss 
Spence. Miss Spence flowed into her party, and ultimately 
settled into oo« My Mother saw that I was not in a 
hnmonr to bear any inuendoes or surmises, and therefore 
was— to quote a quotation of yours — " Silent to think the 
more." 

Possibly she connected my meeting with 00, with tlie 
short and sweet note I got up in the middle of dinner to 
write and give to my Servant 

I am so much obliged to my darling Poodle for turning 
sporting dog and killing me two rabbits ; it was so kind in 
her, and me will do her present ample justice. Puss in 
Boots was nothing to 00, nor was the Marquis of Carabbas 
half so well supplied. Me m very partial to raMits, and 
me is fuUy, fuUy sensible of 00 kindness in remembering 
that me once said so, and of 00 consideration in applying 
00 memory so well. Believe me, my darling Poodle, zoo 
attention is not lost upon me, and me sends 00 in return 
twenty million \ki%zt%\. 0, zoo darling, zoo booty, zoo 
dear, dear Foodie I Me went to Mr. Ohalon to-day, but he 
wns out. Me can't publish '' Falkland '^ till my agent 
returns, which mo hopes will be to-night or to-morrow ; 
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bat me has gob on famously with the '^ Memoirs of a Cten- 
tleman/' Mo has done half the first volume (very neariy, 
at least) since me saw oo-— not much indeed to do in so 
many ages I Mc does not know whether to like it or not 
yet, me is just now thinking of sending him to Paris as 
an Attach6^ bnt nie is not quite certain. Many thanks 
for 00 pretty names — me thinks, however, oo wants to get 
me to put and end to, for out of three names oo has 
chosen two are real ones, and if Pnppy called them ''a 
Villain '^ he might soon be in the land of his canine pro- 
genitors. The first Horace Seymour, is the most strapping 
man and the best broad-swordsman in London, and so 
huge animal that he conld '' crnnch '' Puppy at one bite 
and swallow him in one mouthful. 

Henry Neville was at Cambridge in my time, and was 
almost a better pistol-siiot than Puppy himself. Mc thinks 
the intermediate name rather too pretty — Clinton Mow- 
bray is too much of a love for a villain. It is like Bot- 
tom's sage promise in the part of the lion ^* to roar ye like 
any squeaking dove.'' Me "had altered the name to Begi- 
nald Glanville; me does not, however, much like the 
alteration, viz., if oo can think of a better : the surname 
is not so bad, but me's afraid the X^- name is too romantic, 
and yet me wants a longish t. 0. trisyllabic appellation, 
me hopes to have finished the first volume and the '' Rebel'' 
before me leaves this house. 

Warburton is a family name of ours ; my grandfather 
was a Warburton ; mind 00 ask this habitant of the some* 
thing H6tel if he is a relative of your respected friend near 
Dorking. Rose, my pretty Rose, I ought never to see you, 
for yon leave roe each time 10,000 times more desolate than 
I was before. Yon are too great a treasure, and my heart 
literally aches when I lose you. I feel as if the gi*eat spring 
of life was broke n, and — well, but we won't talk of this, for 
me is determined to get 00 as me can, and me is going to 
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write like a Dragon all night on the strength of it ; and so 
me won't make myself a fool, which nio is very mnch 

inclined to do. Me returns 00 the " A Register " and 

00 *' r/)rd Byron.*' Me will look for Elizabeth's direction 
when me has written this. Me also returns 00 brother's 
picture* — when 00 goes with Miss Landon to see Martin's 
pictures, could me not go too ? I could never believe. Rose, 
that it were possible for me to love you as I do. I could not 
have believed such love possible in any man ; but then I 
could have believed any woman existed who so deserved to be 
loved. My own darling Rose, I long for you every moment 
more and more, and life seems to grow every day still more 
weary, stale, and unprofitable when I wake and find you 
not. Ood bless 00, my angel ! When shall I love 00 less ? 
and yet, darling, I would not love 00 one grain less for 
worlds ; unlike 00 who wish to love ms less, for which mo 
is too vexed with 00. Keep oosclf quite well, and believe 
me, in spite of the fur cloak and boots, 00 own 

Puppy. . 
Are these 4 all the Volumes of Byron F Elizabeth's 
direction I Sibton House, Hythe, Kent. 

OXL 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

["Fdklaod"Bo]d.] 

My Dearest Oirl,— I am tired to death and not very 
welL I have just this moment received your note. I will 
answer it at length to-morrow. '^ Falkland " m sold, tho' 

• The Biographer states, in page 88, Vol. DL— " The separation 
took place after the birth of two children, both of them daughters." 
—Whereas there were six children, four daughters ere Rosina was 
bom (it was a great disappointment her being a girl). A son was 
bom after Rosina— he died young— as well as three of the daughters, 
leaving only Henrietta and Rodna. Henrietta died in Paris in 1830." 
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till I receive the money I shall be incrednloos. I b^ yoa 
my darling, to remember in all things how dear yon are to 
mo. Oh ! Bose, I am so more than fond of yon I Well, 
well, yon mnst take all that for grunted now, for it is very late 
and I mnst end. Do, do take oare of yonr congh. Ood 
bless 00, my own love, my darling, my angel, my beanty. 
Ever yonrs eternally, 
E. Lb B. (Sib Puppt db Poodlb.) 

OXII. 

To Miss Whbblbb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[His birthplace.] 

[Oommencement of this letter missing] as it is already 
later than the length of the journey and the slowness of 
my steed can well warrant. 

No, love, yon mnst not tell Elis. yet about "Falk* 
land ''; but I do beg you not to be sanguine. I fear there 
is no chance of its succeeding : it is not good, and it is dull. 
I have directed Henry to send yon a copy directly it is ont. 
I was born, darling, in Baker St. — ^No. 31 — one reason I 
suppose, for my great averMon to that street ; and yet I am 
thankful for my birth now, since yon have made my life so 
happy. There is one day, love, that wns my new birth and 
was the day when you first said you loved me. Do you 
remember it, loveP Ah I 

Excuse this short scrawl. 

Zoo oww, OWN Puppy foe btbb. 

Write to Knebworth, near Stevenage. 
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OXIII. 

To Miss Whbelse, 40, Bomerset Street, Portman Sqnare, 
, London. 

(Tisit to Brocket.] 

Stevenage, March 12th, 1827. 

My Dearest, Dearest Love, — I cannot express the grief 
which your letter of to-day has given me. If it can (and I 
know it must) be some comfort for you to know that I par- 
ticipate in everything you snfTer to the very utmost, pray 
believe that I would lay down my life to make you happy ; 
but my own pretty Bose has another consolation which I 
think will be still dearer to her, viz. : the recollection that 
everything she now endures for my sake shall bo repaid 
her^ter in the fondest and most anxious affection. The 
thought of all your love has cost in the past shall become 
a pledge, my own darling, for my wishes to preserve you 
from every sorrow for the future. And if my endeavonrs 
fail, at least your tears shall be shed upon a bosom whose 
most ardent desire is to kiss them away. ' 

Never mind your Uncle's anger— after oil, darling, he 
is right Yon should not, it is very true, go out without 
attendance, and I cannot blame him for watching over yon 
with a portion of the same care that I should feel in your 
safety. So my prettiest of Poodles must stay qiiietly in her 
kennel. She is quite too pretty and too much of a Puppy 
to go out by herself among all the Dog finders and Dog 
Stealers of that great town. So go nnd make it up with 00 
Uncle, darling and don't think about not meeting Puppy ; 
for Puppy will trot by your street every day to catch one 
glimpse of you, and beside^ we can meet at Miss Spencers, 
and moreover perhaps \\^ a short time I can come to your 
Uncle's. So that op xoiiist keep up .00 spirits, mj beautiful 
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love, and remember that, at all events whatever may hap- 
pen before the summer, no sooner does it come than we 
are oney indissolubly and forever. Sui-ely, my darling 
that single recollection can support ns thro' all this prefac- 
tory probation, long and wearisome as it is. 

So zoo wants to know about me and my adventures ? 
After I lia<l written my last letter to you, I mounted my 
horse and trotted off. I cannot say that I met with any- 
thing remarkable on the road till I came to Lady's place of 
nativity, there I stopped for a moment to pay for that 
corpulent companion, who recognized her old kennel with 
a very contemptuous air, turning her tail upon her brothers 
and sisters and cutting her own father with a coldness truly 
refreshing — ^verily she had profited by her Loudon educa- 
tion. 

We then t. b. Lady and I, renewed our pilgrimage, till 
about six o'clock I found my horse tired and at Hatfield 
accordingly I baited there, and entertained Lady very 
agreeably with a little divertissement of Mutton Chops. In 
about an hour I renewed my journey, and the beautiful 
moon rose quite as I parsed thro' Brocket. I cast many a 
long and wistful gaze at ever object that yonr image still 
consecrated. The light of the skies (they were so calm) 
fell over the the waters by which we had once stood when I 
ventured to throw my arm around you and press you to me^ 
— even the remembrance of Miss Spence shivering and 
petrifying on the damp grass received from associations 
something almost approchiug to tender, and then I looked 
round and saw at a distance the little temple where wo had 
sat — how utterly unconscious of the mighty chtinge in each 
other that a few days were to create I what feelings, 
thoughts, hopes rushed upon me there ; what recollections 
of a beauty and a nature whose smallest perfections I was 
only acquainted with at that time 1 My heart overllowed 
with love and admtian f<nr you, and I found myself almost 
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Pniying to be permitted to make you happy. I rode slowly 
on and passed the Ilonse — it was shot up and looked calm 
and quiet, as if the spirit of its turbulent inmate had passed 
from it forever. The mooulight — as if it wore an emanation 
from Memory and dwelt therefore the spots which were 
most hallowed by the past — shone still aud bright against 
the windows of that room, where I had first told you of my 
love, where I had first pressed my lips to yours, where I 
had first Towed to be yours for ever. Ah I my own Rose, 
how often have I repeated, when shall I utterly discharge, 
that TOW ? When I got to Encbworth, I found my Mother 
divided between the pleasure she thought she ought to shew 
at seeing me and the dfupleasure she felt at my coming three 
hours later than she had anticipated. I took some tea, and 
went Tcry soon to bed. I woke early, told my Eosary, and 
got up. I spent the whole of the day in wandering over 
the country. It was one of the days of my Evil Spirit's 
ascendancy over me, and I hid myself in the woods — ^not 
only from all human beings but from the bright sun him- 
self. His light is too holy at those times. I returned tired 
an exhausted. My mother wished me in the evening to 
play at chess. I did so. Afterwards we conversed— no 
matter what upon. I sat up late by myself trying to read, 
to write, to wean my thoughts from myself ; but could not 
succeed ; my spirit, dearest, had a feverish presentiment of 
what yours had been enduring. I rose this morning better 
than I have been for a long time, and had it not been for 
your letter, my darling, I should have written you a more 
amnsing epistle than, I fear, you will find this. 

You ask me dearest, how I came by Dash. I believe 
this to be his history : — he belonged to a gentleman who 
died ; Dash became then the property of the coachman, 
who said, with the most admirable delicacy of feeling, that 
he would sett the poor dumb animal, but that he might bo 
persuaded io part with it for ''certain considerations'' 



2o6 Lord LyttotCs Letters. 

My compliance with these coztsiderations procured me the 
dog. Only think of Ijord Ongly I I am doubly angry, 
because I cannot be surprised. Ah it will be the deyit to 
have such a pretty wife. I am very sorry, my darling, that 
I can't send you any violets, for there are none yet ; I will 
directly they can be discovered. I do not think I shall 
stay here long ; if I leave I shall go to Broadstairs or East* 
bourne. Ood bless you, my own angel, do preserve your 
spirits as much as possible, and believe more than ever. 

YOUB ADOBIKG AKD DOATING PUPPT. 
CXIV. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 4, Somerset Street, Portman Square, 
London. 

[Less hope of hu Mother's coD8ent.«-Her unkiDdness and injustice. — 
No care for fame. — ^Habitual apathy. — ^Proposal to jive abroad.] 

Knebworth, Welwyn, March 13, 18:^7. 
My Dearest And Prettiest Poodle, — I hope to-morrow'a 
poet will assure me that you are well and have recovered 
your spirits. For my part, I have been getting rapidly 
better over since my arrival, tho' I feel restless and unhappy 
at all the wretdiedness I h^ve occasioned my own love, and 
the little chance there is of my seeing her for so long a 
space of time — at least as I have seen her. And, my own 
darling, I fear we must live entirely abroad and perfectly 
secluded from every one : we shall not be able to see people 
nor to live in this country. I will not disguise from you, 
my dearest Bosey, that I see less hope tbtin ever of my 
mother's consent. We are by no means cordial — there is an 
injustice and nnkiudness in her conduct which I will not 
submit to. I have, my bountiful bride, no scruples in tell* 
ing you this, because I shall at least convince you more 
strongly of that affection for yon, which at tim(« you are 
saucy enough to doubt. If, moreoTer, nothing is. to be got* 
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by waiting, we will not wait : it is oaeless to make Baeriflces, 
if they are neither retarnod nor appreciated. 

Haye you got '' Falkland '' yet ? — it is aiiq^ilc^i^ ^ ^^ 
that I should be so young and have so little of the eagerness 
of youth ! I cannot persuade myself to care a single straw^ 
about that breath of fools, which we call '^ fame/' So far 
from being sanguine or eren interested in the success of a 
book, of which I once had some opinion myself, I neycr 
even think it — ^for at those moments when Ayarice would 
supply the place of Ambition and hint to me of the notes if 
not the note which would follow success, habitual Apathy 
(which is indeed Philosophy to mo) answers : After all, if 
one 11 yes for oneself, not for other people, it matters noth- 
ing whether one has hundreds or thousands. In an obscure 
comer of Italy or Switzerland one has no need of carriages 
or suites, and the ordinary luxuries of life are easily pur- 
chased when they consist in pleasure not show. 

I haye been doing little since my arriyal but wandering 
oyer the country with Lady, and looking at interyals after 
dinner into ''Oil Bias'' and Voltaire. I see more and 
more eyery hour the nooessity of leaying this place, and I 
should not wonder if my next letter were followed by my- 
self — there is a degree of restlessness about me which seems 
like an eyil spirit. The least discomfort in a place driyes 
me away from it. I oan easily undorstand the Sabarite's 
discontent at the turn rose Uaf. Weil my own darling, do 
tell me how you are looking: and what you are wearing : 
important particulars, with which yon neyer fayour me. 
Oh that I had the wings of a doye I then indeed I would 
flee away and be at rest, and that rest should be where for 
me all sorrow would bo banished, if it oould be banished 
from yon. Need I tell my own loye where tliat place is, the. 
one spot of Earth's Paradise to me P 

Hsyo I not breathed my soul there in sighs, and my 
hioartin kitees? 
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Adien, my darling, my Boeebnd, adien. Your own 
Lover, Hasband, everything which is tender, paesionAte 
and unchanging, 

KL.B. 
OXV. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square, 

London. 

[Beoonciliation with his mother.] 

Welwyn, March 15, 1887. ^ 

My Beautiful Love, — Many thanks for your pretty letter. 
I do not, my own darling, do your noble and devoted affec- 
tion the injustice to suppose yon will regret the loss of for- 
tune, friends, or country as long as you feel your reign is 
extended over one heart which would break rather than for- 
get you. This morning I was on the wing : my horse was 
caparisoned, my luggage packed up, all was ready, went to 
speak to my Mother, and — we made it up. Instead of tak- 
ing farewell, I stay therefore — how long is uncertain. W» 
is expected to-day. He is going to speak to my Mother 
about E. G. Really I pity her being so " both eared,'' to 
use the Irish pun. 

I have been out all the morning looking for violets for 
you, but can find none ; so I send you 2000 [JErtMes] 
instead. If I were with you my prettiest Poodle, to honor 
the draught in person, would yon be sorry at the exchange ? 
I am delighted to hear you are going -to be so smart with oo 
pretty new collars. I like your choice very much. 

The great winds were about all last night. They came 
round my windows so that I longed for oo ten times as 
much as ever. Did oo for me ? 

All things in Nature must recall yon, my pretty Rose ; 
the beautiful remind me of yon, and the rude contrast you. 
I tliink I am learning Dash's art of growing fat, for I am 
beginning to grow quite corpulent, which is a terrible 
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sign of decreafling love^ Bogey. So^ as Mr. Hume eleganrly 
8siid to L^ PalmerstoQ, ''Put tliat in your pipe and smoke 
itr Huml 

Well, my angel, I must leave off now, tho' I do it with 
^reat relnctanec, for I could talk to you a long time now ; 
but it only wants an hour of dinner, and I must ride off 
with this to the post before. Adieu, my sweet lore, my 
beauty, my darling, my Poodle. 

R B. Puppy. 

OXVL 

To Miss Wheelbb, 40, Somerset Street, Portmau Square, 

London. 
[Anxiety for her health.— His pursuits at Enebworth.] 

Stevenage, March 17, 1827. 

My Dearest Love, — Your letter gives me great uneasi- 
ness. How are you ill, my poor Bose ? and why do you 
not rest ? Do take advice, dearest, and adopt it. And 
don't give way to those low spirits, for which indeed you 
have no cause. If there is anything I can do to remove 
them, you know that I only value existence in order to 
contribute to your happiness, and that if you will but 
point out the way to secure that, I shall be too ready to 
follow it. Besides, darling, with the summer coming, if 
you do not flatter me in saying you shall be happy with 
mo, you ought to remember that I shall be all yours, and 
perhaps, my dearest Bose, if your imagination does not 
deceive you as to the extent of your love, that recollection 
might support you thro' any pain or privation you suffer 
now. Do, love, I beseech you, endeavour to be well for 
my sake. If you knew how much my Being is centered in 
yours and what self-reproach, as well as sympathy I feel 
when you tell me you are ill and unhappy, you would be 
more merciful to me, by being more aozious for yourself. 
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I hope thafc yoar next loiter will iu 8omo degree dimiii' 
ish my uneasinesB for yoa ; I await it with the greatest 
anxiety. I am still vegetating with the ntmoet saiueness : 
I rise tolerably carly^ breakfast, wander about till lired, 
come in, write to yon and take my letter to you to the 
post, retnm for dinner, and go oat again afterwaixls. 

Sometimes alone, bat more often aocompauied with 
Lady and my large pipe, both of which com^ianious, no 
doabt, appear perfectly snpeniatnrnl, to every poor devil 
I have the misfortune to meet. To-day I am going to sea 
a house which may do for us if we live in England, which 
I vote doing if it be at all possible. I have no variation iu 
the monotony of my life — nothing to say which can at all 
amuse you, for the assurances of my love are by this time 
either too old not to be tiite and commonplace, or too 
often repeated to appear to you sincere. However, my 
own love must believe me, or rather /e^^ that I am her own 
fond and unchangeable. 

P Y. 

OXVII. 

To Miss Whebleb, 40, Somerset Street, Pbrtman Square, 

London. 

[Colbum.— •• Falkland."— " Mortimer.T 

Knebworth, Wclwyn, 

Sunday March 19, 1827. 
My Own Darling Poodle, — I am too angry with myself 
for having occasioned you any uneasiness. The reason why 
I did not write to you was simply this : it rained very 
hard here, I had been complaining of illness all the morn- 
ing, and could not get out to take my letter to the post 
nor did I like to trust it to any one else ; and so my pretty 
darling was forced to go without. My own love, my 
beauty, my Poodle, zoo's too good to care so much for me, 
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and 70a must teach me to become worthy of yon. And 
does Sir II. Halford pressible country air ? Why cannot 
my dearest Rose go to Chiswick for a short time, or to 
some other of her friends ? 1 am so very very sorry that 
my friends, are not your friends, and that I cannot procure 
you an asylum where I myself could watch over yon. But 
pray, could not Miss Spence take a house in the country 
for a month ? If so I could get her the loan of one, whoro 
you might pay her a visit till your health is got up. Do 
my own darling, think seriously of this, and let me know. 
If you like it, and Miss Sponce would do it, pray manage 
it with that venerable lady. The house I speak of belongs 
to a friend of mine, who offered to lend it to me as long as 
I liked. Pray, my dearest Poodle, don't laugh at this 
proposal without considering it, and remember that of all 
earthly things yonr health is the most important, because 
in that my happiness and life are bound. The other 
advise of Sir H's., viz., not to be unhappy, zoo must, my 
pretty love, conform to. So 00 must think of our house 
and our grounds and 00 boudoir and 00 drawing-rooms 
and above all of our inner kennel, darling, and of all the 
long arrears of kisses we shall owe each other. Oh how 
long they will be I We must kiss all day and night to 
dearest, in order to pay them. Ah I zoo's a darling, is 00 
not? 

Well, my beauty, I have been to two houses to see after 
for our kennel. Fancy the first I a great Hall twice as big 
as ours, a suite of five state-rooms, a whole wing of 
ordinary sitting-rooms, and seventeen bed rooms, grounds 
proportionably '^ to match," as the upholsterers say. 

*^ How many gardeners are there usually kept F' said I. 

*< Eight or nine, sir I'' was the answer. 

I fear my own Poodle, that that is rather too magnifi- 
oent an affair for two poor little dogs like us. Me went 
yesterday to see the other place, but lo I it was already lot. 



212 Lord Lyi ton's Letters. 

Does my own love prefer one country to another? We 
must be within 30 miles of town. I haye been quietly 
reading, writing, sleeping, and walking and riding, sinoe I 
have been here-r-always longing for the night, because then 
I can dream of oo — ^and then for the next morning, because 
it brings me a leaf from my beautiful Bose. 

And so they dressed my Poodle in white and black? 
zoo darling I how like a Poodle I And had oo oo's bootiful 
ears curled nicely, and did oo not look too pretty, and did 
not all the puppy dogs run after oo and tell oo what a darl- 
ing 00 was? Ah I me sends oo nine million kisses to be 
distributed as follows: 500,000 for oo bootiful mouth, 
260,000 to 00 right eye, 250,000 to oo left eye, 1,000,000 
to 00 dear neck, and the rest to be divided equally between 
00 arms and hands. 

I am quite in a Boyal Bage about ''Falkland ;" it is 
too bad in Mr. Golburn not to put that gentleman forth ; 
if ever there was a man fit at all times to be seen — a hero 
even to his valet, it is Mr. ''Falkland,'' and it is quite too 
bad keeping him so long in the back-ground. I shall write 
to Mr. Colburn to-day, but my remonstrance must be made 
with dexterity, since he may have some motive connected 
with the sale of the work which it would be imprudent to 
quarrel with. En attendafU^ I am not idle, but get on, 
tho' somewhat slowly, with the adventures of Mr. " Mor- 
timer.'* 

This time last year my own love, I was atVersaiUes^ 
laying plans for a very extensive tour to include the greater 
part of Asia. How little I then thought that one year 
would make such a change ! Alas I " there is no strug- 
gling against the stream of Fatality Y* Zoo asked me, my 
booty, about my ears ; they are growing up again, tho' not 
very rapidly ; and I have got a nice long middle ear on my 
upper lip, which cherish with incredible care. 

I have asked my mother about Miss May, and she 
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assares me podtiyely that she never, never mentioned a 
word to that Librarian tonohing ^' Falkland.'' I dare^uy 
copies will be sent to my brother and conseqocntly to jou, 
before the work is out. Have you read " Vivian Grey " — ^the 
continuation I mean ? What do you think of it ? Oh I , 
tj-tho-byc, me's rather angry at the way 00 answered my 
observation on Truckleborongh Hall. Perhaps my own 
Poodle does not know that she has on literary subjects a 
sa]*caBtic positive " 111 set-you-right *' sort of way, which 
militates strongly against the amor propre^ tho' not the 
proper love, of all masculine Puppies of every breed what- 
soever. Qod bless 00, my prettiest of darlings, my love, 
my beauty, my Poodle, whom I dote upon to excess— oh 
dfi«A excess I 

Oo owK owK Puppy, 

CXVIII. 

To Miss Wheelsb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square, 

London. 

[Never loved her better.] 

Stevenage, March 23«, 1827. 
My Dearest Darling Angel, Poodle, — How shall I kiss 
00 enough for 00 kind, kind letter P zoo love ! would 
me not hug 00 to death if me was with 00 P Yes, my 
bootiful Bose, zoo and Mr. Moore arc quite right as to the 
month in which summer begins ; and 00 has Cowper's lines 
quite ad inguem : 

" Ghocse not alone tbe proper mate 
But proper time to marry/' 

and me is perfectly convinced that 00 has shown as much 
tiste and discretion in the one as in the other. Do, dar« 
Ung just as 00 likes about Miss Spenoo ; send the letter I 
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wrote if oo does not think it barleaqae : Zoo mast nae oo 
own judgment aboat it Pray, my darling, don't be too 
confidential to any one except Elizabeth. I hare my 
reasons for saying this, which I will tell oo when we meet. 
Either Miss Landon or Mrs. Roberts is a little treacherons, 
and has occasioned me a greiit deal of uneasiness and 
vexation. Oh I how glad I shall be to accept Miss Ia's 
invitation and see my pretty darling Poodle in one of her 
nice new collars I Mb does not wish at all to see the wiiy 
Dash gets upon a chair and puts his paws around oo, it 
would be a great deal too trying to my jealous disposilion, 
and so I send my royal mandate to that faithful and well- 
beloved Cousin of Blenbeimy to avoid all such liberties for 
the future, and to remember that oo neck, and all there- 
unto appertaining, are the exclusive and sole property of 
Prince Puppy I Signed this day, etc., at my kennel of 
Knebworth. So ! all de dogs are making oo offers, are 
they ? Nobody ever makes poor Puppy any, which is a 
great shame. \Skekih of '^ Puppy crying^ here.'\ Me 
wishes, oh, how me wishes I that me had all the Indies, 
for 00 sake, darling ; but as it is, my pretty Boee, we will 
only cling the closer to each other. If the house is small, 
we shall be nearer to each other ; if we have nothing to 
tempt us out — Parks, gardens, grounds — we must be at 
home the longer. Ah, soo jewell I xoo rose diamond ! aoo 
Poodle! [marks of fcistes]. 

I long to hear about the Q 'a Have you got ** Falk- 
land '^ yet ? Let me know more about oo. Zoo has left 
off telling me where oo go and what oo do, w^ me likes 
hearing. My poor dear love, does the weather make oo ill ? 
Do nurse yourself quite welt, and let me know all about oo, 
an exact bulletin. My dearest, dearest Poodle, oh ! that I 
could kiss 00 well I I toauld kiss oo so ! Believe me, my 
own life and love, that I am truly and fully sensible of all 
that your dear, dear letter contains. Every proof of your 
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confidence as well as love in me gives me pleasnro that I 
have no words to express. There never wus, I nm sure^ an 
attachment that rested so much npon the trust in each 
other ; and when even the warmest moments of passion are 
also accompanied by esteem, the shortest in duration of nil 
hnmun feelings becomes the longest. You have the art to 
make me adore you beyond all possible expression, and I 
never worship you with so earnest a devotion as when you 
advance the least claim to my veneration. Does 00 think, 
darling, that I do not think 00 a thousand times more of 
an Angel when 00 is most a woman ? No, my own Rose, 
it is not when 00 is most sensible and clever and dazsling 
that I love 00 or even respect 00 most. I never admired 
yon more enthusiastically than I do now, nor ever signed 
myself with greater sincerity. 

Zoo OWN ADOBora idolizing Puppt. 

OXIX. 

[Asking which to publish next, "Mr. Mortimer" or the "Rebe'."] 

Stevenage Ma$rcK 24ib, 18d7. 
My Own Pretty Love And Darling Poodle,— Two 
million [Hssm] for 00 nice letter, and two bites — not in 
the ear— -for 00 flattery. ** Falkland ^ is too happy to find 
himself so well received by 00, and if I have 00 real 
approbation, darling, I am, oh ! how richly repaid for all 
the trouble he has cost me. I was not pleased with the 
Preface myself, but, since 00 are, I am sure I must have 
been mistaken. I am also agreeably surprised at your 
thinking it interesting, wi>, I own, will I fear be a singular 
opinion. Zoo was too naughty, my bootif ul love, to sit up 
all night Ah ! will 00 do so by-and-bye, when 00 is Mrs. 
Puppy P Ah I zoo Angel, answer me that I Me does so 
hope and trust 00 is better — vhAI perhaps, by this time. It 
ia too bad of 00 to be ill when Puppy is well-— or me must 
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fall ill again in ordor to preserve the sympathy. Zoo may 
write to mo to-morrow, as me shuii't leave till Snndny 
afternoon, and I may as well have a letter from oo on that 
morning as not ; but zoo can't hear from me to-morrow, 
zoo knows — not till Sunday night. 

W^ has gone out riding ; my horse is too lame, and so 
I divide my time between reading, writing, and walking 
with Jjady to tlio great Pond at the bottom of the Park, 
where we have various bloody engagements with a fierce, 
vast and terrible Swan. This warfare often employs me 
by the hour together ; and then, when '^ the soldier tired 
of wai*'s alarms/' why of course he would not be a Briton 
if he did not think of the Ladies, Love and Glory always 
hunting in couples; So then me walks morose and 
melancholy, thinking of Poodle's long ears. What shall 
me publish next— ''Mr. Mortimer*' or the "Bebel?'' I 
suppose I must be regulated by the fate of '' Falkland." 

It is just dinner, darling, and me must got this to the 
post before, so that me must wish oo good-bye. Oh, by the 
way, me don't think mc'll get a new brown cap, but a new 
blue cap with tobb colored ribbons. What does oo think of 
that, Mrs. Poodle ? Will oo come and see it, and will oo 
bark at it P When, when, when, when is me to have oo 
picture ? Answer me that, darling, and remember my 
promise of exchange. Well^ but mo must he off. Good-bye, 
my darling, my angel, my life, my love, my booty ! Is oo 
looking bootiful ? Toll me, and mind oo get quiie^ quite, 
iDell; and does oo go about in oo new collars, and where 
are we to walk and are we never to meet any other way P 
Ah, Poodle I 
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03CX. 

To MiBS Whbblek, Somerset Street, Portman Square, 

London. 

Peclioes to be lionized at Miss Eenrick's.] 

Steyenage, March 25^7», 1827. 
My Dearest Love, — I write in very great haste^ to say I 
ahall not be in Town till to-morrow, in couseqnence of the 
heavy rain we have had here all the morning. I ihall at all 
events be in Town to-morrow, tho^ perhaps too lafce to write 
to you. I shall go to Mivart's as usual. 

I thought you had made an appointment with me on 
Tuesday, instead of one with the Gascoignes. How can 
soo suppose me could go to Miss Kenrick's to made a shew 
ofP 

In extreme haste 

E.B. 

OXXL 

[Violent dedre to destroy her picture, so unlike her beautiful features. 
—Verses.— Has finished his " Satire."— Will take it to Murray.] 

I have come home and read your letter and looked at 
your picture, which latter (not letter) I was immediately 
seized with a Violent desire to destroy. Good heavens, 
what a fright I Such an expression 1 If you ever looked 
so, fiose, I could not answer for my fidelity. Such a con- 
tour I Such features ! Pray, pray, let me never see it 
again. I am quite in an effervescence of rage about it. 
Ah I who. Hose, could paint the expreseion of jour face, 
the soul which speaks from it, making what is beautiful 
divine ? but the features, so exquisitely chiselled, might at 
least have been sketched, the outline, however inadequately. 
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at best given so as to betray the resemblance ; but thi», 
this I Thank your good fortune that I did not put it oa 
the fire. I carefully sealed it up^ locked it in a draw and 
shall not trust myself to look at it again. You will receive 
it with this letter. Pray tell me when I am to hear this 
Collection of Wisdom which you have hoarded up, and 
when am I to see yon again ? Pray let me know the exact 
moment 

I have finished my '^ Satire '^ and shall take it to Muftay 
in the beginning of the week. You wished to see the lines 
I wrote to you. They are in the other side of the page. 
This letter is a contradiction to them — like (as yon sagely 
observe) all my other letters, which seem only written to 
deny one another. My beautiful Philosopher (too pretty, 
perhaps too passionless, for the softest of ali — the real, not 
the Bouesean Ehisa) have you yet to learn that the Passions 
are always contradictory, and Reason always the same P If 
I love you, I must possess the former, and therefore con- 
tradict myself. If I do not love you, then I am in possession 
of my reason, and you will find me as steady as my devo- 
tion to you is now. Take your choice, Bose I Ah I will you 
not say, with Boileau, in answer, ''Our Reason is the worst 
Sophist for our happiness ?'' 

Well, but I said my verses were to be in the last page, 
and they are not there. Hear, then, they come. No I on 
second thoughts they shall have a page to themselves. 
They are to follow, by-the-bye, my description of those 
women I think the most handsome in what is termed Oood 
(i. e. bad, for it is most shamelessly profligate) Society. 
Before yon read them, marke my words. Murray won't 
publish the "Satire*' — nobody will — it will die like Miss 
Spence's works, and Miss Spence herself, without a single 
offer! 
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But mind this blase of beauty— none 

My loY'd, my lost, my heart divide— 
For thy perfection blent in one 

That spells of all beside, 
And to my charmed spirit seemed 

More bright than all my boyhood dreamed. 

Thou wert to me the latest ray 

That Daylight o'er a cloud can throw — 
The beam has passed in gloom away, 

Ths elottd U ligJUruss now / 
Be still my heart 1— why fall so fast 

These tears, the records of the Past T 

Snough I my Soul must learn to bear 

Its brief but bitter toils alone. 
And woo whatever steps may wear 

The green moss from the stone. 
For all that round my heart might be 

Not wholly, Lord, I owed to Thee I 

How they whose Joy had shunned the throng 

Will trample o'er it in despair I 
But who that loves me can I wrong 

When thou wilt not be there ? 
Alas ! what Memory can recall 

Of the, is worth the love of all 1 

Thou tell'st me in the paths of strife 

Forgetf ulncss of thee to claim. 
But they who've lost the charm of life 

Can find it not in Fame. 
A thousand objects lure the mind — 

The heart Is but to one confln'd. 

Yet in my grief, since thou didst form 

Thy nest on such a leafless tree, 
It soothes me henceforth that the storm 

Can only fall on me. 
For there the boughs and bloom are past. 

And well the stem can bear the blast. 
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I know this is no fitting strain 

For love its latest vows to speak ; 
But wc may never meet again, 

For liearts, like ties, will break ; 
And I would fain tbat thou shouldst see 

That mine, m broken, is with thee T 

Oh, Rose I since we have met again, let us separate no 
more I Why, if you did indeed Ioto me as I endeavour at 
moments to persuade myself, why should there yet be such 
a space between us ? Wiiy should the most tender of haman 
ties bo ' wanting to hearts which are already so closely 
united ? Ah, my beloved, is there nothing within you to 
plead my cause more eloquently than words — ^nothing ? 
[Termination of this letter missing.] 

OXXIL 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 

[Her low spirits.] 

[Commencement of the Utter missing.'] Not so 
desponding, and wretched, at the idea of marrying me ; the 
second is, that if you value my peace of mind in the small- 
est degree, you will not talk to me of death. If you were 
to die, I should never know another moment free from the 
most utter despair ; if I did not kill myself, I should go 
mad. I should think I had murdered you. I assure you 
that there is not one word you say or write, allading to 
such an event, that does not go instantly to my heart and 
gnaw and rankle there all day. Will not my own Bose, 
then forbear to think or talk of that subject, and will she 
not take care of herself, for the sake of him who assures 
her solemnly from his soul, that he has not a thought of 
f ature happiness which is not witipt up and centered in 
her? And now, my Bose, farewell ! Believe me every- 
thing which, in spite of a thousand faults, the one virtue 
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of the 8incereBt and most passionate affections can make 
me. 

E. L. B. 

I ehall leare Thompaon^s to return here before 5. 
Write when it snite your conTenience, not before. Do, for 
God's sake and mine, take y« greatest care of yourself. 

P. S. — If I seemed unwilling to go to your friend, or 
seemed to make a favour of such a trifle, it was only 
becanse I knew that the rery idea of being lionized would 
make me stupid and shy^ and it was to your friend that I 
was to seem so I 

CXXIII. 

To Miss Whbeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[His Mother leas averse than before.] 

My Dearest, Darling Love, My Sweetest, Oentle^t, 
Kindest Poodle, — I hope for my sake that oo keeps up oo 
darling spirits, and makes ooself as happy as oo can ; as 
for me, me intends to think of nothing bat oo and happi- 
ness, and rapture and Tring Park. Me saw my Mother, 
and she was as usual very kind, but, as I foreboded, noth- 
ing decisive passed,' tho' she is certainly much less averse 
to the thing than she was, and I do most earnestly hope 
that I shall ultimately reconcile her to it. Tell me, dear- 
est, if 00 Uncle has spoken to oo and been kind to oo. 
Me does so hope that he has, and that oo does not vex oo 
pretty self. Me is going down to the Freemasons' Tavern 
to-night, but me hopes me sail soon be back, in order to 
receive oo darling letter. Good night, my ownest and 
dearest angel, my sweet, darling Poodle. God bless oo, 
and farewell I Oh, by the way, bless oo good fortune. A 
man has been dining with us who said last night to a 
woman, '' Look, that is the author of '^ Falkland,^' '' mean- 
ing Puppy. ** Where*' said the woman. "I should so 
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like to see him, for he must make snch a genuine old-fash- 
ioned, empassioned Lover." There^ darling, see what oo 
good lack is I Zoo own 

Falkland Pitppt. 

CXXIV, 

[With publishers.] 

My Dear Bose, — I should have answered yonr letter 
before, bnt went ont very early after your dog, nor did I 
come in till late. I saw several Blenheims very, very much 
like him, and am by no means disposed to rely upon ulti- 
mate discovery. On my way home I called upon Henry 
and Golburn ; at the former's I met my Mother, who, I am 
surprised to find, thinks very highly of "Falkland." She 
was very kind. I went then to Burlington St.^ and had a 
long conversiition with Oilier, and afterwards with Gol- 
burn. I believe I have sold both the ''fiebeP' and the 
'^Memoirs of a Gentlpmen '^; but that is to be decided on 
Monday. There is a review on " Falkland " in the " lit. 
Chronicle '' (not " Gazette^*); I will send it to you to-mor- 
row. There is to be some in the papers in the course of 
next week. 

So much for myself, and now to your letter. 

I am most truly sorry to hear of your pain in the arm. 
I earncbtly hope it is better, but cannot ask you to let me 
know by anything but a verbal message. Pray don't 
trouble yourself to write to Miss Laud on — ^there is plenty 
of time. 

I have received a most impertinent letter from Miss 
Bichardson, which I would send you if it were an atom 
less insolent. Good-bye^ dearest Rose, 

Ever yonr 

PUPPX. 
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CXXV. 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[Reviews on " Falkland/'] 

My Dear, Dear Love and Darling, — 2,000,000 \hUsBs'\ 
for your letter — it has most inexpressibly relieved me, and 
yet I am restless and unhappy about you. I so fear you 
give way to low spirits and take no care of yourself. Zoo 
has nothing to reproach ooself with. I was and always am 
to blame, and I do to you what I have never done to any 
one else. I own it. Do, my life, my love, my Poodle, io 
take care of ooself and get quite, quite well. I shall never 
cease to reproach myself till 00 is so. Don't trouble your- 
self and hurt your dear arm by writing more than a word 
in answer to this to say '^ better/* 

I send you the •'Litery- Chron.*': it is very injudic- 
iously as well as very vilely written ; for instance, it says 
in " Falkland *' " there is no aiming at effect.'' To coun- 
terbalance the huge panegyric it contains, a very severe 
and tolerably humorous, tho' very ignorant, article has 
appeared in the '^ Altas '' against it. I was very much 
amused to see that each of the papers picks out the same 
scene for an opposit purpose, viz ; the sea scene. The 
article is severe, because it says '^ Falkland " is a work of 
great mediocrity, of great folly, of great dullness and great 
pretension ; it is humorous because it says, funnily enough, 
^' It is to be sure a very wrong thing to seduce the wives of 
members of Parliament while their husbands are about 
their business in the House of Commons, but such things 
may be done without solem music, dead marches, etc., 
etc.'' It is very ignorant, because it talks sad nonsense 
about the words in the Preface, *^ fixed principle/' 
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I am to Bee Golburn to-morrow at one, and will then 
tell you all that has been settled. I saw E. G. last night at 
the Opera. She is pretty, yery ladylike, very much iu my 
style, has not got a good chin nor forehead nor mouth — all 
of w^ yon said she had ! the first (the chin), above all, is 
faulty — no sculpture ; but on the whole she is much better 
than I expected. But how could oo ever, ever compare her 
to 00, as if she was one hundredth part so beautiful ! 
Your very worst of features are more perfect than her very 
best, I have been talking to my Mother, with whom I 
dined and from whom I have just come, about oo. I am 
more and more convinced of gaining her ultimate consent. 
She wants so much to see some of oo letters. Alas I they 
would doo 00 %uok credit and yet it is quite impossible to 
shew them. Has oo got any ** poetry books ^* to lend me ? 
I want to read some. I must get the '^ Bebel '^ done before 
a certain day, and want something to excite me. Poetry 
— ^when good — always does. You have not any of Shelley's ? 

And now, my dearest, dearest love, once more forgive 
me, and prove you do by taking care of yourself. Nerer 
let us recollect this coldness, but as something to shun for- 
ever hereafter. Adieu ! God bless yon ! Sleep sound and 
well. Your own, own, own 

PUPPT. 

CXXVL 

To Miss Wheeleb, Somerset Street. 

[Terms for "Mortimer '' and the " Rebel."] 

My Dearest Life and Love, — I am longing to bear how 
you arc, and I have been so uneasy about your health, that 
it would really be a great relief to my mind if you would 
see somebody. After I had read your letter, I walked down 
to my club, looked over the papers, saw the contradiction 
of the authorship of ** Falkland," went to Oolburn^s and 



Lord Ly lion's Letters. 225 

had a long conyersation with him, \y^ ended in the follow- 
ing bargain I On the 14th of this month he is to have the 
" Bebel "; on the Ist of May he is to h:.ve '* Mr. Mortimer/* 
for the which he is to pay me the sam of £500 in tlic first 
instance, £100 more if the ^' Rebel '' goes into a second 
edition, and £160 more if " Mortimer '* does — in all £750. 
I tljink tliat pretty well altogether, I then called on 
Henry and foand there 2 or 3 young-meD-about Town ; 
they talked about '* Falkland ''; one said it was ''very 
poetical,*' another *'very arrogant/' and a third quoted tho 
'' Altas.'' Not being gi*eatly delighted with these criticisms, 
I marched off to my stables, and mounted my horse. I 
rode into the Park, and soon found myself ''girt with 
many a gentle knight,'' who sickened me to death in five 
minutes (it is quite astonishing how people bore me !) and 
then I went along the streets by myself, with an aching, 
morose^ discontented heart. I stopped at Henry's and 
dined there. We flattered each other up into good spirits^ 
and laughed over a most ridiculous article in the. New 
Monthly'* about Lord Byron, and from thence I returned 
here. A prettyish Blenheim spaniel awaited my arrival, 
but it was not Dash, and so I sent it back ; and now I am 
alone, in Tery bad spirits, and with pen, ink and paper, 
about to execute the unfortunate " Bebel," Viz., if I have 
nerve and strength enough to do it. In the meanwhile X 
must wish 00^ my dearest love and Poodle, farewell 

Puppy. 
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CXXVIL 

. To Uiss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 
[Broken hearts.] 

Good Qod, Roee, how utterly miserable yonr letter hai 
made me ! what d^ you, can you mean ? Pray, pray — I 
implore — I beseech you — write me one line — only one line — 
to say you hare deceiyed yourself, and I will worship you 
forever. 

Oh, what a wretch I was to offend yon, and yet it was 
exactly from the same cause you speak of, vis. that I 
Joved yon so much, that one unkind word hurt me more 
than all possible injury from others could have done. My 
dearest, dearest love, for God's sake do not wring my heart 
by such dreadful despondency. If you were to die, I w^ 
kill myself instantly. I always resolved to do so directly 
life hod lost all charm. Whai charm could it possess when 
you were gone ? If ever I was dear to you, if ever you have 
forgiven one of my innumerable faults towards you, if ever 
you wished for — not my happiness — but my freedom from 
the most utter wretchedness and despair, you will overlook 
and forget my offense against you — ^you will write me one 
word that you will nurse yourself well — that you will live, 
as you have so often promised, to be mine — and that you 
do notteel sincerely those cruel, cruel words "that if you 
were united to me and convinced that I loved you, it would 
be too late.'' Oh I Bose, how could you punish me so bit- 
terly ? If you knew how wretched you had made me, your 
heart would smite you, I am sure, for what you have said. 
Look back at my offence ! Consider 1 Before that I had 
never received an unkind word from you, and you will 
believe that one so morbid as me could easily be hurt at 
receiving one for a cause he imagined so light. This may 
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perlmpB ezcnso in some degree my '^ taunts,'' as you called 
them, and if afterwards I was still cold and abstracted it 
was because I remembered how bitter your answer [was] 
when I ende^ivoured to appease you ! *' You have broken 
my heart enough already I" I know that I deserved that 
reproach, and felt it the more deeply from that reason. 
There was not, all the time I was with yon, a single 
moment when those words ceased to haunt and torture me. 
This perhaps does not extenuate my faults, but at least it 
accounts for them. And when I came homo yesterday, 
after having employed the day in endeavouring to please 
yon by recovering poor Dash, and overjoyed in spite of my 
&ilure in that respect, at the brightening prospect of inde- 
pendence which you were to share and bless, I own I was 
disappointed and chilled by your note, and wrote from the 
iiiitation and impulse of the moment. But this is all 
vain ; if I have hurt you and rendered you unhappy, I have 
no excuse. I wish for none. Your letter has broken my 
heart, as well as my pride. I only feel that I am wretched, 
and that in costing yw. a moment's pain, I deserve to be 
80. Will you not write and forgive and console your own^ 
own 

PUPPTf . 

OXXVIII. 

To Miss Whebler. 

["Rude and sullen nature."— Forgiveness.] 

It is no time. Rose, to consider which of us was the most 
wrong — ^you are ill and unhappy and I have no resentment 
left ; one word of grief or complaint from you, could 
at any time pierce me to the heart, at any time Mould 
me to your wishes. I now find that power as irresisti- 
ble as ever ; forgive me I beseech you for what I have 
done ; perhaps I expected too much and yielded too little 
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I)6rhap8 1 expected to alter your nature to suit mine, when it 
would have been easier and better to haye adapted my own 
to yours* Forgive me this once, answer me by one kind 
word^ put away the past, let us endeavour to forget it, 
and I will strive to make a new foundation for the future. 
I am like you very ill and very wretched, and perhaps I do 
not plead my cause so very well as I could wish, but yoa 
can understand me, and if yon will forgive, I will forget 
what is past — at least, only remember it with new views and 
wishes. You were partly right in saying I loved you too 
much as a Bashaw, it was my nature^ and my reason, which 
taught me to expect that love from you, which it was idle 
to expect from any one not trained to make, and find pride, 
thought even worship — only in the thing loved : Suffer me 
to renounce this vain and childish hope, and I will be grate- 
ful for whatever you grant me, at least, however, I could 
have made this return, which Turks do not : I could have 
loved such a Being with a love similar to Hers, with the 
same devoted and upward love, which is granted to a supe- 
rior creature. I could have looked to her as my soother, 
comfort, hope, dream, star. All that religionist find in 
faith, of consolation in grief, and purity in sin, and over- 
flowing in joy, I could have found in her ; for the very con- 
descension, and forbearing, to the infirmities of my own rude 
and sullen nature, which seemed to you and perhaps w^ 
seem to all women degrading and mean, would have only 
raised and exalted her in my eyes. 

God, and Christ, the best Mortal (if not a Ood) that 
ever existed, bore from man, what man, will not bear from 
his equals, yet, for that reason, we venerate and adore them 
more. Gould you not have borne from me a little longer, 
and a little more F I should have thought that had I 
acted trebly as 01, as even you state, and deem my conduct 
was, you would scarcely have found an excuse, much less a 
reason to forsake me. But this is not what I ment to 
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say. I mcnt only to throw myself > as I have done before, 
upon yonr pardon. Shall I not, Bose^ find it extended to 
me as before P I cannot beg it as earnestly as once, for I 
repeat, that I can no longer hope to repay to you, what I 
may cost yon now ; I cannot woo yon to a lot of honour 
and happiness ; I can only dream of coldness, and sadness 
and tears ; but come to me once more, such as I am, in 
evil as well as good, and since yon think it beneath yon to 
bear with m^, I will teach my heart for yonr sake, the 
lesson it would have imposed on y(mT%. 

I will answer your statement now ; it could only shew 
how differently people feel the same circumstances, and 
since you believe me only to blame, I will not dispute it 
with you ; I retort nothing, I justify nothing, I only ask 
you to forgive it ; this alone I will say : I did not — God 
knows I did not — in my lust letter mean to taunt yon ; 
look over it again and yon will see I did not apply the 
word •'rivalry'* to you, but to all persons, men or women, 
and when I said '' you might marry a better man, and a 
better match than me,'* I ment it in real tmfch and single- 
ness of heart. Answer this now, as your own bosom dic- 
tates ; I may I think, yet leave my cause there, if not, I 
wish for no other advocate. 

£• L. B« 

OXXIX. 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 
[Her delicate flattery about "Falkland.**] 

My Dearest, Dearest, Dearest Love, — Oo must excuse 
me if I do not say all I feel in return for 00 dear kind 
letter, and 00 delicate flattery about '' Falkland,*' which I 
know 00 wrote on purpose after having read the critique 
in the Literary Oazeite, which Mr. Oilier showed me to- 
day, when I left the ''Kabel " with him. 
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I am tired and have a bad cough, but am altogether 
welly and 00 dear letter has pat me in good spirits. 

No my own darling, if 00 does think it dangerous to 
meet me 00 shall not, but I will answer that and all other 
things to-morrow. I write this from Henry's who is very 
kind ; W™- and my mother are out of Town. 

Ever my dearest darling Poodle 00 own Puppy. aoo 
darling, darling love^ pray excuse this short note, I am so 
very, very tired. 

cxxx. 

To Miss Bose Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Presents from Poodle.— Campbell.— Called on his mother* who was 
veiy dejected.] 

My Dearest, Eindesfc, Prettiest Poodle, — How shall I 
thank 00 for 00 two beautiful presents I it is too like 00 
to send me such proofs of 00 remembrance ; and how very, 
very delicately beautiful they really are, quite worthy of 
ooself, and 00 taste, which is saying a great deid, is it not, 
my darling Poodle ? For what else can be worthy of 00 ? 
'' None but myself can be 00 parallel/' But how could 00 
be such a Love to send for Shelley's Poems ? I only asked 
as under the idea that 00 might thave them, and never 
dreamt of 00 taking so much pains, but 00 is too con- 
siderate and too kind, and 00 quite spoils me. 

The pen is the prettiest thing I ever saw, except tho 
ring, and tho ring is only prettier than the pen, 
because it had 00 picture on it Oh my dear, dear Hose, 
Zoo is such an inestimable, ineffable darling I But my 
angel, I cannot go to the concert because I am going out 
of Town, unless 00 will go, and then me will stay on 
purpose to see 00, but me did intend going to-morrow. I 
want to go to see two houses in Herts w<^ may do for us, 
and as I have finished the '' Bebel " by the 14^ you may 
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well Buppofle I have no time to lose. For writing anythiDg 
bat letters to Poodle in London is qnite out of the question. 

Thank 00, my beauty, my Poodle, for your darling 
little books, which delight me excessiyely. I am too angry 
with that horrid Oampbell for calling you '^Bosina'^and 
I think L^ Nugent's yerses the most beautiful things I 
haye road since 00 own. 

I went to my Mother's to*day ; William spoke to her 
about the Gascoignes last night ; I was surprised to find 
her not angry, but yery dejected ; she said she '^ had not 
slept — She was so cut up '' and then when I talked about 
us, or rather, answered what she said, for I should not haye 
begun the conversation myself, she burst into tears, and 
said she was ''so disappointed at my marrying for anything 
but ambition/' and so forth ; and tho' I saw the principle, 
was selfish, yet I was yery much affected, especially as she 
spoke kindly of you indiyidually. 

I would giye up eyery hope of fortune if she would but 
know you, she wd be sure to like you ; but she will yet. 

I wish Hiss Landon ir^ ask her on the 19^. We would 
then effect a meeting with her. I wish to God that she 
oonld know your yirtues I was neyer so much affected by 
her opposition before — it is so seldom that she herself 
appears affected. My own darling angel, in all, thro' all, I 
howeyer only cling the closer to you, and only feel how 
yery, yery undesenring I am of you: I am indeed 
unworthy of eyery one, I haye not a single good quality 
left, — not one — ^but neyer mind 00 shall inoculate me, for 
who could liye with 00 and not be hallowed by the yery air 
he wd breath F 

While I think of it, let me tell 00 not to go to see 
Augustus. I don't think it proper especially as people who 
know him not c^ not belieye he was such a child. I haye 
got a wretched cold, and will finish this letter after dinner. 
Well, dearest, I haye dined, and haye looked for the 105th 
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time in admiration of 00 ring. I never anything so pretty, 
I can't say, if I were to write for ever, how I love 00, my 
own booty, and so mc mnst conclnde with aaniring 00 that 
mo docs nncensingly adore 00. 

King Puppy, 00 own own Pappy — ^2,000,000 \h\9BM.'\ 

^Conclusion,^ I am not, believe me, I am not the 
heartless and vain Voluptuary for which others have taken 
me ; I prefer your happiness a thousand million times to 
my own. Teach me then, dearest, to bear the pains, the 
privations of being less to yon than 1 have been ; I can bear 
it, if you will tell me that it is for your advantage and that 
you loved me better for my self-denial. 

Dearest, Dearest Rose, do not '' recomi^ense ^' but 
" reward '' me by preserving your health and encouraging 
all hope of our ultimate and inseparable union. 

It will not, I think, dearest, be for your interest, for us to 
walk out even to-morrow. I will meet ypu at Miss Spenoe'a 
at 12 or K pasfc 1^9 or any hour ypu like, — ^perhaps she may 
leave us alone, at all events I shall be with you. Write to 
me, dearest, and toll me 00 own Puppy all about 00. I 
have been to a oelebratcd dog-stealer about poor Dash, and he 
speaks very sanguinely, but says it will be some days before 
you can have it again. By-the-bye, when I was at dinner 
they bronght a large he monster, by way of answer to the 
advertisement. Zoo has no idea how majestically Puppy 
growled at them ! So zoo thinks me very stately does 00 I 
Fie Poodle I me is not to 00, is me P Oh dear, dear Boses ^ 
do write and tell me that you understand me 1 

Your own (more than ever) own 

PUPFT, 
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OXXXI. 

To Miss Hose Wheelbb. 
[LoYC tokens.] 

I do not know^ my own darling Bose and divine Poodle, 
how to thank oo for oo letter nor liow to scold oo for it^ nor 
how to express the pain it has given me in some parts^ and 
the pleasure in others. My own dearest and most beautiful 
Poodle^ me's very, very, very sorry me ever complained of 
the uoD-wcaring of my tokens, me's convinced that me 
wronged oo now oo has explained, and oh how me would 
kiss 00 if me was with oo for wearing the bl handkerchief 
w^ me really did not know I As for me, me had oo rin.^ 
3 (1 is nt the jeweller's), but me put them into my pocket 
for fear of losing them when me was in the hackney coach. 
So 00 is quite out, Mrs. Poodle, for once in oo wise life ! 
and zoo knows that oo great big pen and oo elephant books 
are a grcut deal to large for a little Blenheim puppy to 
carry about with him. Me begs oo ten million pardons 
about the letter, me did not think oo was so careful about 
00 style I Oo puts me in mind of Marmontel calling on his 
death-bed to the printer, '' Stop, stop, there ought to be a 
colon instead of a comma in that passage — there I I shall 
die happy — now send the proof I^' 

But me won't say another word about it, for me's so 
very, very, very angry with myself that me has no other 
way left than to fling myself on oo mercy, since me cannot 
in 00 arms, and beg oo to believe that Puppy is quite con- 
vinced how very much he was to blame, and that oo must 
make him happy again by forgetting as well as forgiving 
his offences. And I shall see yon to-night. Oh I I am 
so happy I and then we'll make it up, will we not ? Do, 
darling, and then me'll dance with oo. But my own darl- 
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ing, darling \oy% tor God's sake take care of ooself and 
wrap np warm. I shall be too miserable if von are ill, as 

00 say 00 are now ; pray, pray, darling, get well for poor 
Puppy's sake, who if oo likes it will try and love oo less 
and then he will be more confident ! 

Zoo own naughty and penitent 

Puppy. 
I have been after another Blenheim for oo all the morn- 
ing. 

OXXXII. 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[Gk>iDg to Tumbridge.] 

My Dearest Love, And Prettiest Angel, And Kindest 
Poodle, — I thank you a million times for your booti- 
f ul flower w^ I have put into my bosom, and for oo nice 
letter. I am just off, surrounded by my luggage, papers, 
^ and book at this moment. I propose sleeping at Seven 
oaks to-night and being at Tnrnbridgo to-morrow. I have 
board of a house near there likely to suit us. I shall stay 
till the. 14th, when I must be in Town. I am terribly low- 
spirited, but shall soon recover when I have leisure to 
think of 00 and nothing but the trees and skies round roe. 
Miss Richardson's letter is too insolent ; I send yon hers to 
me. Never mind her, but if you do answer the letter, do 
it civilly and coldly, and with a very dignified tone. 

If I get down to Seven oaks before the post goes out, 

1 will write again, if not, oo must wait. Zoo can't write 
till oo hears from me ; meanwhile be sure neyer to go out 
without a servant, unless indeed with Bentinck. Zoo will 
see the necessity for this and pray oblige me in it, even if 
it be only as far as oo Mother's. Zoo has no idea how 
blue-devilled me is— one great reason oo sail know when I 
write again — another, not till we meet. Yes, love, yon 
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liaJ bettor procure my mother an inyitation to Miss 
Laudo's ; no harm can be got by it, and some good may, — 
and now, my angel Poodle, I mast wish 00 good-bye. 
Tiike care of ooeelf, bo well and Iiappy, and continne, if 
pc^ible, to love one who in all his faults never ceases to 
worship 00. 

Puppy. 
I don't return Miss B/s note because it must pain 00 
to read it. 

OXXXIII. 

To Miss Rosina Wheeler, Somerset Street, Portman 
Square, London. 

[" Lover— Husband— All. T 

Tumbridge Wells, April 8», 1827. 

My Dearest Love, Life Angel, and Poodle, — I write to 
you tiiis evening, partly because I cannot to-morrow (it 
being Saturday) and principally because I am to eager to 
fly from this dull and heavy existence, which I endure 
aloue, to you, my brightening and beautiful love — you, in 
whom I have garnered up all of my heart, but its grief and 
and madness — you, in whom all my hopes, wishes, and 
desires are centered and confined. 

I am so longing to hear from you : to-morrow I shall, 
shall I not my own Rose ? 

I did not get up till late this morning, for I had been 
dreaming of yon, and then I walked for an hour or two, 
breakfasted, wrote some wretched lines in that atrocious 
'' Rebel '' (of whom I am heartily tired), and then set off on 
horseback, to see two or three places in ye neighborhood, 
which I thought might suit ns, but I could find none that 
would, so I returned just as the night came on, to com- 
mune with my own heart and be still. Oh this weary, 
weary life, this Idbw inq>t%aium, this struggling after dis- 
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appointment, this toil, ferer, madness, in which nothing 
seems happy, or quiet, or certain bat its end I 

Well, well, I must teach this stnbbon heart to bend and 
leurn the modes and methods of the world. Do yon 
remember love, that fine line of Gowper's, borrowed from 
the Bible ly Lord Byron, *' Oh for a lodge in some vast 
wilderness" would that we could find such, and escape from 
men forever 1 We wore not bom for them, we have noth- 
ing, we have nothing in common wifch them, but their earth, 
and if we wore alone, utterly, eternally alone, that earth, at 
least to me, wd bo heaven ! 

They are going to play under my windows I the first 
thing I do on entering a Town is to engage all those who 
have Organs besides those of speech I Music is another 
world to me, a vision of young days, a dream which brings 
tears to my eyes and such bright things around me I And 
now they are playing and I want nothing but your hand and 
lips, my fond and gentle love, to persuade me that the bit- 
terness of life is past I Adieu I write to me your own, own^ 
lovers-husband I all I 

CXXXIV. 

To Miss Wheelbb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square, 

London. 
(Postmark, Robertsbridge, April 10«*, 1827.) 
[Sir John Doyle. ^Criticism.] 

Robertsbridge, Jdonday. 
^Hj own Darling, Beauty, Love, Poodle, — How long, 
long, long for 00 1 Does 00 know what are the three most 
desirable things in the world? **Yes'' 00 will say, 
" Poodle— Wealth— Health." No such thing darling! 
The three most desirable things are. Poodle, Poodle, Poo- 
dle, Poodle the sagacious. Poodle the kind, and Poodle ihe 
Poodle ! Oh I zoo prettiest of loves I Well, Roscy, I have 
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been to Glasfconbury. Fancy a honae bailt from the first 
time, surrouudcd by a moat which on three sides of the 
house bathes the very walls ; behind an avenue thro' the . 
midst of a thick irood, a wild, roughs tract of land,. once a 
Parky on every side ! It is indeed a delightfully rude, 
retired, lonely sort of place, but then so dilapidated, so worn 
out I Next to Sir Lumley SkefiSngton's it is the most utter 
wreck I ever beheld I 80 my own pretty Poodle, it won't 
do for us. Does 00 see the place from which 1 date this P 
if 00 doei and if 00 knows more of the map of Sussex than 
I do, 00 will see that me's on the road to Hastings, where 
God willing I shall bo to-morrow. The fact is I left my 
Hotel at Tunbridge in high dudgeon, and have ordered 00 
letter to be forwarded to Hustings, where 00 must direct to 
mo for the futare. What shall I say to Lady Caroline from 
you ? let me know. Zoo must only write once to me, as I 
shall leave on Wednesday. I have only heard once from 
W>^ ; he is going into Kent himself, in order to look after 
a place for the honeymoon. Silly People I I suppose he 
and Emily think the honeymoon will be the happiest time ; 
never was there a greater mistake I but I won't undeceive 
him poor man I 

Tell me in your next letter — ^be sure you do — whether 
Sir John Doyle was not in the Irish House of Commons 
just before the Union. I wish you could give me as short 
a sketch as possible of his political life. Why I ask, zoo 
sail know soon. 

I am at a small quiet inn, drinking some wretched 
port and meditating various thoughts of which Miss 
Poodle is the great universal spirit ! I should not my own 
love, have a wish ungriititied if I could have you and my 
Mother's consent : I own that the latter clause would in 
some degree quiet my conscience, and my bootiful Poodle 
we must leave no stone unturned to obtain it. 

Zoo tells me that I must say in my letters if I love 
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Poodle I Ah I what words eyer coald say so I It is onl} 
when we are in the same, same close kennel, none aroond 
us, and our lips close together, it is only then that I can 
just sigh how much I do, do, do, Ioyo you. 

I am going to write to Napoleon. Oh I by-the-bye, 
there was such a pretty dog, prettier than Dash, at Tnn- 
bridge, and I nearly stole him for 00. I left the strictest 
orders about poor Dash, and if he is not found when I 
return, we must replace him. Ah I if Puppy himself could 
go instead I Ill-fated greatness that a king may not 
become his own Ambassador ! 

Well my angel. Poodle, me must now wish 00 good- 
bye ; me is so afraid that you cannot i*ead this, the ink is 
so bad. Tell me above all how 00 is ; me is very well. 

By-the-bye, ''Mr. Falkland^' is in great request at 
Tun bridge I The Literary Gazette has not yet noticed it ; 
n'importe I I intend to fvrite a criticism upon it myself I 
Adieu my dear, dear, dear^ dear Poodle. 

cxxxv. 

To Miss Bosika Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Square, London. 

[Her present.] 

Hastings, April 12^ 1827. 

My Dearest, Dearest, Love, Angel, Poodle, — I am so, 
so sorry I could not write yesterday, having been on the 
road all day, and not dreaming that the post would go oat 
till two hours later than it does in this barbarous place. 
And now, my booty, me must write quick — that me always 
does, — and little — ^That me rarely does, for it only wants a 
space between 12 and 13 minutes to the time in which this 
must alas I how many musts there are in life I be in the 
jTOst. My own pretty darling beantifnl Rose, I received 
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yoQr too kind present; to-day. Zoo ia really in the way to 
spoil me, to pamper me up with all these gifts and dona- 
tions, and me roidly does not know how to thank 00 ; but 
00 always gives me things in so pretty a way that me 
almost loves the manner more than the thing ; and yet . 
how Puppy doe^ love this darling ring, and this bootiful 
pen, which me would write with but for spoiling it. Oh, 
love, I never thought I could love a human being as I 
adore you I 

But the Poems some of them, as you say — are so 
exquisite, so bursting with mind and thought and the most 
burning imagination, and yet all — without exception — so 
disfigured by conceits and affectations the Leigh Hunt 
School made sublime, yet — Qood Qod, my servant's here, 
to say the Mail is starting I My own love, my Poodle, my 
adored, adored girl, good-bye I 

Me will write 00 a long letter to-morrow. 

PUPPT. 

OXXXVL 

Miss Whbslbr, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square, 

London. 

[Returning to London.] 

Sevenoacks, April 14^^ 1827. 
My Own Darling Darling Love And Poodlo. — ^Here is 
Puppy once more at Sevcnoaks. Finding all the shops 
shut up, he asked what was the matter, and was told it was 
Good Friday. Finding all the rooms here full, he asked 
again what was the matter, and was told that there w^ 
be a ball on Monday. Being in great tribulation for a 
kennel, they at length procured him one at a shop in the 
town, which he proposes leaving early to-morrow, and being 
in London by one or two o'clock. lie returns to Mivart's 
Hotel, where he hopes to find a long letter from Poodle, 
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telling him all she has been doing this weary, weary age that 
has passed since ho heard from her. My dearest love, my 
booty, my adored Hose, I am in perfect doiipair to think I 
can find no words to tell 00 how I lovo doat on 00, nor to 
give 00 an idea of the burning days and feverish nights I 
have had, from the first and yearning after 00. Ah 1 Bose, 
my own dear dear Bose, X cannot, cannot keep that 
promis, I cannot endure this penance— it is too bitter. 
Oil, do, do let us meet once more, only once more, and 
jet, my darling, I will not ask 00. Yon cannot feel any- 
thing like this gnawng at the heart, this restless ci*aving 
and desire, which I feel ceaselessly ; and my wish, wrung 
from me against my very will cannot seem to you anything 
but selfishness. You have in the love you have breathed 
into me, annihilated, as it were, the very idea of all other 
women. I never even look at them as they jiass ; all the 
feelings they could occasion are centered in you. Yon are 
my Sun, my daylight; without yon all is strange, cold 
desolation and night. Answer all, not that I have said, but 
what I cannot say. Answer it, my own love, and soothe and 
support me at least. 

Hateful Miss Richardson to vex 00 so by her impertinent 
letter ! Never mind it, my own angel ; we will be married 
and spite her. Zoo canujt think how many Hours — ^no 
exaggeration — I sit and look wistfully at 00 ring, and long 
for my own incomparable original Poodle. I must, really I 
musty have my own Rose's picture, as well as my own 
Poodle's for that thing of Miss Eenrick's does not do 00 
half justice. I wonder who is the best miniature painter 
there is ? I must find out directly I get to Town. I don't 
think it very likely that my mother will go to Miss 
Landon's ; but I shall try to persuade her, for I want her 
to see my own Poodle as she really is, and then she will 
wonder at Puppy's temerity for ever having dared to think 
of her, for if ever there was angel on earth, it is 00. Oh, 
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how, how, how I do love, respect, adore, and yencmto 00, 
my own own own love ! 

Poor Dash, has 00 heard nothing of him ? — if not mo 
will get 00 another dog, for Pupj); must have an Ambussudor 
at Qaecn Poodle's court. 

The more I read 00 two darling books for I huvc, ^' The 
Forest Sanctuary" with me aa well as "Shelley's Poems" 
the more every idea of Love or Beauty reach 00 to me. 
20,000 \ki%9t%\. I think we had better advei*tize for a 
kennel. I see none that would suit us, and I think it 
would be better to hire only by the year. Well, my own 
dear, dear, dear love, I must now wish 00 good-bye. Pray 
let mo have a letter from 00, and pray, above all, say how 
00 is, and — and Ah I 

Zoo Own Puppt. 

OXXXVII. 

To Miss Wheeleb* 

[His deafness.] 

My Dearest And Kindest Love, — I am np for a wonder I 
/ too could scarcely sleep last night ; but 00, my own poor 
Bose, who Feemed so much in want of sleep, I feel quite 
wretched that you did not get it. I am afraid you still 
fret. Dear, dear Rose, pray do not, for I am sure I can do 
whatever yon want ; and whatever it may be, I will most 
cheerful and happily do it^ if it can prevent your pining 
ooself so. I shall call upon the Lawyer to day, but hope to 
be with you by 1 or very little after. Believe me, my own 
darling Rose, I can perfectly enter into your feelings, only 
do not carry them so far as not to do justice to mine and 
think that my first words to you after so long an absence 
should be falsehoods and French compt'- But 00 won't 
doubt me again, me knows ; will 00, my darling P 
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yiL^ oar is in no pain, but I am getting deafer and 
deafer. I do not know who to see. God bless you, my poor 
dear darling. 

Your own tbub Puppt. 

CXXXVIIL 

[Colbum wanting the Poem by Monday.] 

My Dearest Darling Hose, — I am worn out and wearied 
to death with these horrid books. 

Oolburn has written to say that he wants the Poem by 
Monday, and I haye still so mucli to alter, I cannot ronse 
myself with anything willingness in the tiisk. My own 
dear, dear, dear angel, do not for a moment think I have 
conferred any obligation on you. No, my sweet Poodle, it 
is you who daily and hourly confer obligations upon me. 
All which cheers and animates mo in this bitter, bitter 
world, I owe to you. Everything wearies me, and I turn 
to your image— and forget all. My dear love, when, when 
shall I win my way to that Heaven which your love only 
affords me ? My beauty, my adored love, you are quite 
wrong in supposing that there can be no proof of what you 
say, — Your generosity, your nobleness of heart, your 
devotion of affection — ^all these are proofs, which you never 
find me foolish enough to disbelieve. Qod bless you, my 
darling. It is late, and I am tired and worn out ; but I 
am yours with a depth and earnestness of love that you only 
can appreciate and inspire. 

EUPPT. 



Lord Lytton's Letters. 243 



CXXXIX. 
To Miss Whbelbb. 

[Bbelley's Poems.] 

My Own Darling Love, My Dear Sweet Beautiful Poodle, 
— ^I thought 00 w^ like to have one Hue from me, so I send 

00 one together with '* Siielley^s Poems," which I have read, 
all but the '' Translations," which I saw at one glance were 
too literal to be zoo's poetry. Do mark the pasatges 00 likes 
best. Ah, darling, I ought never to see you, or else never 
to be without seeing r>o, for it is such a complete and utter 
loss of the charm of life when 00—'' has gone and I am 
desolate." Zoo will never know how I love 00— -never — 
never-never. Adieu, my own angel, darling Poodle. 
Ever your own 

How is 00 darling head P 

PuPFT, 
OXL. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

[Criticism on her Sister's translation.] 

My Own Darling Angel, My Dearest Dearest Poodle,— 
Zoo is too great a love, and if 00 could not sleep, neither 
could I. I got up even more restless and feverish than when 

1 went to bed. No, love, mo does not go to the play, 
because me's not asked, but 00 can, Pmy do ; it will enliven 
you. I think your sister'a trauHlation only one degree 
better than the original could have been ; it is the most 
absurd, nonsensical, canting trush I ever read ; and, the 
verses on her Death are "too weary and stale." You see 
that according to my usual custom I never mince my criti- 
cisms. I return it. Miss Spence's letter is too laughable I 
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Will 00 put me in mind that I Boold oo about something in 
ity when wo meet on Thursday ? What time do you go to 
Miss Langdon's ? 

I send you engravings of carriages, with an estimate ; it 
is not the colour of any which you are to look at, merely tbo 
shape. The green is the last '^ fashion/' Describe the sort 
of thing oo'd like. 

I am very much yours. Does oo like that phrase, or 
Wd 00 prefer " I am wholly yours T' 

Ah I Ah I Puppt. 

OXLL 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 

[Hayter and Chalon, the miniature painters.— His proposed change 
of name. — " Anastatius " the perfectest novel of the day.] 

My Own Darling Angel Poodle, — Is oo going to the 
Play, me wonders, and wants to know, tiiat my soul at 
least may be with oo. Zoo must send me hack those pic- 
tures of carriages. I send oo the picture of Queen's Mab's 
Maid. Pray return it ; oo can't tell if it is like oo, but it 
is at certain moments. Ah I I have been to Hayter's, the 
Painter, to-day. His sister draws the most accurate mini- 
atures of any one ; and Ghalon (Miss Hodgson's friend) the 
best executed, which will oo have ? In truth, I have made 
an appointment- with Hayter on Thursday for you. Gould 
you manage to go with me, and would it be imprudent ? 
Let rae know ; if you won't go with me, do go by yourself 
and see Miss Hayter's pictures. He has promised (I did 
not see her) to take oo in an appropriate costume. I have 
told him already how beautifully chiselled oo features are. 
Now pray oblige me in this and oo shall have mine done 
too. I have also been busying myself about the Annuity 
and about the adoption of the name of Warburton, for my 
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Grandfather's name was Warbnrton Lytton, so that if I 
ever assume the last name the former one will be neither 
unfamiliar or inappropriate. Zoo ! am angel and a darling 
and a Poodle ! That's what 00 is I Does 00 know that ? 
and in spite of all things I love and adore 00 to a most silly 
degree. I wonder if my Mother has come to Town P I 
must send to know. I am in great perplexity about various 
things. What does 00 think about my criticism on 00 
sistei'^s writing ? He's going to sit in, smoke, and write 
'* Mr. Mortimer" (whose name is to be changed to **Mr. 
Cavendish '* or " Mr. Compton ") all the evening. I think 
of dedicating it, the '' M. of a Gent.,'' to the Author of 
'* Anastatius/' Do you agree with me that that work is 
the '' perf ectest '' novel of the day ? Let me know. 
Eternally and fervently yours 

Oo Oww Pro. 

CXLIL 

[Houses.— V^aywardness of temper.— Authorship designs.] 

My Dearest Love, — I am quite uneasy at that pain in 
your side — pray what do they say is the cause ? I am sure 
you should hot have it, if you were with me ; and your sore 
throat, and headache too ? My darling Rose, why indeed 
are we not together ? Gould we not charm them away, 
dearest P Do take the greatest care of yourself, and don't 
above all things venture out while this weather continues. 
I conjure this by that prettiest of oaths (which I never 
heard till it came from the prettiest of sources), the religion 
of our loves." And so. Rose, my most inquisitorial en- 
quirer, you want to know how I came by the dog ? The 
Queen of the Fairies gave it to mo as an incomparable 
likeness of the most incomparable Bijou in the world ; or, 
if that answer does not please you, you must, I fear, sup- 
pose that it does not belong to me, but to the landlady of 
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my apartments. There, Bose; is that question answered t 
Rose, Rose, Bose, yonr name is tao beantifnl as Lady C 
would say. I want to talk to yoa abont several things 
when we meet. Pray, by-the-bye, what sitaation do you 
think will be best for Mrs. Warbartou ? I have seen 4 
houses, one at Oheam (w^^ won't do), one at Norwood, one 
Pinner, and one at Bayswater ; they would all answer very ' 
welL For myself, I think the one at Bayswater, which ia 
perfectly retired, would do the best, but have not yet taken 
it lest you should think Mrs. Warburton would object to 
the situation. But I think there is no reason to do so. 
Oh, Bose, my adored and beautiful Bose, are there any on 
earth who love each other more than we do ? 

Thank yon for the half-and-half consent to the Play. 
"What day will suit you J If I can get a box to-morrow 
nighc, will you come ? or should you get one from Mess** 
Saunders and Ottley, time enough on Wednesday. Let 
me know which day you prefer. Write early that I may 
know in time to get a box for to-morrow, in case you like 
that day best. I can neither get my MS. nor an answer 
from Murray. I don't much care, for the *^ Satire *' was 
not very good. You see, my fair Plunderer of Publishers, 
what a much better negotiator you are than me I 

Thank you my darling girl, for your vwy, very kind 
and soothing expression about my waywardness of temper. 
I will confess (and I know it to be a weakness) that there 
are some times when I am subject to such extreme gloom 
and despondency that no effort can shake them off. I then 
shut myself up, and, tho' I wished for you this morning, I 
know that if you had been here, I should have flown from 
you ! Very gallant, you will say I Yes, love, it is very 
gallant, for I do not wish any one, much less you, to see 
uie when I am what I — I have left that sentence unfinished, 
for I have paused for some time since I wrote it, and have 
now forgi>tten all I was going to express. So there, love, 
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aix) (to make np for the omission) some extracts from that 
language which all nnderstand [marks of kisses]. And 
yet, my love, tho' all understand it, none can apply it like 
us. In asking you, my darling, the question about the 
houses for Mrs. Wharburton, I have answered your inqui- 
ries as to my visit in (he country. 

I have nobody to take this, so I must leave it myself ; 
but I cannot conclude this little volume (as I hope at last 
you will allow this is) without recurring again to a question 
you don't choose to answer me plainly. I beseech you to 
tell me expressly and explicitly whether you have any 
Author — designs, and whether you intend to turn Love and 
Literature into Manuscripts and Money. I want very 
much to have a clear and definite answer to this enquiry. 

I have heard no more yet of the Borough, but me have 
the same (i. e. very strong) reason to be tolerably assured of 
it. Oh I these are moments when I absolutely sicken at 
the thoughts of the struggle before me. But you, Bose, 
are at once "my motive and my meed,*' 

I suppose Miss Landon is writing away her short fingers 
to force the golden Tiolet into bloom this cold weather. 
Talking bye-the-bye, of Authoresses and that sort of people, 
don't you think, considering the blueness of her inclina- 
tions and the yellowness of her face — that the '' Oolden 
Violet ** would be a very good name for Miss Spence ? 
And now, my dearest, I must wish you good-bye. Keep 
yourself well for my sake^ and pray let me know how you 
are to-morrow as early as you can. Adieu, my life and 
love ; you are all, all to me upon earth. Ever, ever your's. 

E. L. B. 

Dream of me. I shall kiss you in my sleep to-night. 
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OXLHL 

To Miss Whkeleb, Somerset Street 

[Murray's offer for the " Satire."] 

My Adored Love, — I am better to-night and longing to 
hear from you. I went to Murray and had a very long 
chat with him upon various things, Lydia White, Byron, 
TJgo F08C0I0, etc., etc. My brilliant plan lie did not think 
much of ; hut offered me £50 for the " Satire.** I shall 
not, however, dispose of it. 

Pray tell me how you arc. Do keep yourself free from 
change of atmosphere, and nurse your cough. Perhaps we 
may meet yet, if 00 gets well before I leave Town, which I 
am advised to do directly I am able. I don't know. Rose, 
why it so often happens that when we feel most we write 
coldest. I am at this instant longing more for you than I 
over did, and yet I feel as if I could not say one passionate 
or fond word. Perhaps you can explain this. I am too 
indisposed to think. I have again looked over your part 
of the book, and am more and more charmed with it. 
Adieu I Ever most devotedly, 

TouB owK Puppy. 

[7%tf leiUt which accompanied the following Poems i$ 
missing. See, however, next letter.] 

** Immota tenebai Lumina.** 

As when at Freedom's sacred call 
The Bailor tempts the mgiog sea, 

Nor feart to tnu.-t his life, bis all. 
To the wide Ocean's clemency 1 
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Tho' smiling o'er the wat'ry way 
Bright Fancy spreads her golden ray ; 
Tet still the sad and moist'ning eye 
Will lingering view his native sky, 
And swiftly, as in wanton pride 
His vessel spurns the foaming tide ; 
He sighs I to think he ne'er, as then, 
May view that much lov'd sky again. 
So now, Harrovia, Hng'ring still, 
I gaze upon thy sacred hill ; 
And sigh, to think life's boist'roas sea 
Will bear me soon so far from thee t 
O could I, Science, e'er, as now. 

While straying 'mid the classic shades 
Which crown thy cloud-encircled brow, 

Woo the fair, Pierian maids, 
And only catch at Nature's sunlike rays 
Thro' the pent focus of some glittering phrase. 

But Hum — whose Soul was drunk with the intesae 
Sublimity of Nature — how from these 

Most subtle shadows of an erring sense 
We turn to mingle with thy melodies 
Our thoughts— our tears— our spirits— till we grow 
Link'd to thy page by roan's most kindred union— 4O0i/ 
The moralizing Sage whom Shakespeare drew 

Found food for thought and images for man 
In the green forest — ^well the wizard knew 

The least leaf hath a lesson— and the plan 
That yields as wisdom in the City's crowd 

Will lead us ofttimes to the loenly hill. 
Noise makes not knowledge t and the damoar loud 
At naught avails not those who love to think 
Like one lone hour when in themselves they shrink 

To commune with their own hearta— and be stiiL 
This is a holy precept— yet not so 

Thought the sententious sophist who hath writ 
" The friend of solitude is virtue's foe "— 

For Bt was of the Frenchman's scho<4 wh Joint 
Some morals with false niazims, which dismiss 

Truth by a 8entenc<y-rea»on by a point. 
And solve a problem by Antithesis 

Worshipping Wisdom in whatever is wit 
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Which dream deep knowledge of the heart If fnni|^ 
" In that unmeaniog thing they caU a thoag^t.** 
'Twould be, in such a calm retreat. 

Too heaT*nly blest, for aye to stray ; 
Twould be too sweet, too heaT'nly Bwoet, 

To linger thus Life's mom away I 
Fancy with her nuigic pow'r 
May garnish many a coming hour, 
And point to many a time like this, 
Of future and unequalled bliss I 
But Mem*ry lores to haunt the scene. 
Where former happiness has been ; 
And oft 'mid Life's entangled maze 
Will turn to seek those halcyon days, 
When careless youth with Joy could view 
Each festive sport (for each was new) ; 
When care was but a transient guest, 

And every moment's sole employ, 
To wake the ever feeling breast, 

To taste some unexperienced Joy 1 
And art thou gone, thy lustre dead, 

Are all thy fairy pleasures o'er I 
Oh childhood, are thy fancies fled 1 

And wilt thou charm Indeed no mote I 
Yes ; thou and all thy dreams ue gone, 
Life's sunshine, Innocency's dawn 1 
And all that now remains of thee. 
Oh, age of Sweet Simplicity, 
Is but, (how lov'd its treasur'd tone I) 
The echo of the bliss that's flown 1 
Nor may I more with yon gay crew. 

The helm to buoyant pleasure give ; 
And mischiefs wanton way pursue. 

As frolic's gales inviting drive ; 
No more may stay where light-brained sporty 

And buxom hciiith each evening meet ; 
While youth, in Hebe's noisy court. 

With graceful bound, and tripping feeC, 
Is often by the twilight seen 
To load young laughter o'er the green. 
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Oh dearest scenes 1 (yet dear in vain— 

Where musing science loves to dwell ; 
And ye, her ever festive train, 

Receive thb lingering, last farewell I 
And oh I may Fortune's fav'ring power 

On you each wish'd for blessing shed ; 
And wealth, and fame, and honors show'r, 

O'er each much loved Companion's head. 
And ye, who warm this soul divine, 
With virtues flame, at Learning's shrine. 
Farewell 1 and, oh, when far away, 

I stray o'er Camus' sedgy shove : 
Twill soothe my sail, the while I stray. 

To think ye've strayed there oft before. 
My muse's pension task is done, — 
Farewell ! and give a sigh for one, 
Who, whatsoe'er his faults, will yet 
Your worth and kindness ne'er forget ; 
And Fancy to his soul will bear 
That sigh, and memory fix it there 1 

CXLIV. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street 

[Blue Devils.] 

My Beautifal Bose, — why did you write so shortly 
to-day ? Fie ! 00 deserye to be well bitten I Did you 
take year criterion from the length of my letters ? If so, 
you erred greatly, beoanse yon did not take into considera- 
tion all that blessed heap of poetry, which onght to haye 
been repaid 20 lines for one, which, Iotc, yon will allow is 
abont the difference of time required between the two. 
Yon are right, the last poem is much the best : the first is 
mere Terbiage ; the second has thoughts which might be 
polished into sometiiing greatly better ; the third is 
inspired by 00. Don't yon admire, Bose, my manoanvre in 
giving that termination of your name, which I nerer 
apply to yon, to year poetical cognomen ? Don't ask 
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abont the lioase — a new difficulty just in the moment of 
completion has started. I am determined of one thing : 
'' aut viam inteniam autfaciam," as I once before said. I 
am unwell to-night (not yery, tho', love), and terribly blue- 
devilled, and you must forgive my leaving off ; and yet I 
cannot do so till I have expressed my most earnest hope 
and wish that your cold is better. Do lot me know abont 
yon. I wish you would not get colds and bo unwell, for 
it makes me very, very uneasy. Were you at Howell and 
James's to-day, and what time ? God bless you, my dear, 
dear love ! Ten thousand thousand [kisses]. Adieu I 

E.L.B. 

OXLV. 

To Miss Wueeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Colbam.— " Falkland."] 

No, Hy own darling, I am not angry with 00 ; and oo's 
a nice Poodle for writing to me so pretty a letter. Any 
time to-morrow — one o'clock in Portman Square, or any 
other place you like to fix will do. Let me know. I will 
write you a longer letter in the evening. At present I am 
just going to Oolbnrn's, being in an inexpressible fury 
about a notioe of ''Falkland '' in the Morning Chonieh. 
Would to God there was no necessity for the degradations 
of this publishing ! I am so sick and disgusted, I can 
scarcely command one spark of my temper. Woe to Mr. 
Golbui-n if I do get in a rage I As it is, he shall never, 
never publish for me again : there's a threat for 00 ! ''Falk- 
land," by the way, is but ricketty offspring — ^I see it does 
not succeed and nobody likes it. Thai I don't care about ; 
but the puff in the Chronicle is too galling. I will write yon 
more in the evening ; at present I am out of humour and 
going out of doors. 

Zoo OWN FUBLISHIVO PUPPY. 
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OXLVL 

[Diagrace to have been Lord Byron's friend.-^iitiqtie on " Falk« 
land ** in the Chronicle.] 

My Deareet Darling Love And Poodle, — ^I wrote yon 
this morning in haste and ill temper, and therefore zoo 
must ezcnse ''all faults in composition/' Since then I 
have seen and spoke to Oilier, whom I very mach dislike. 
He says '' Falkland '' sells yery well, and has promised me 
to contradict the report in the Chronicle, which was the 
following^-'' Falkland/' a tale fonnded on a recent Ac., is, 
we understand, written by a friend of L* Byron's who dis- 
tinguished himself last year by an interesting work relating 
to Greece." I am ezcessibly indignant at this; firstly, 
because it w^ in my opinion haye been a great disgrace to 
haye been Ifi B.'s friend ; secondly, because the notice 
implies Ifl Byron was y* hero, which w^ have been too 
Oaroline^Lambish a great deal ; thirdly, I am offended at 
the idea of ever having written on Greece, a subject so 
canted upon and degraded; fourthly, I am outrageous at 
the whole nature of the puff itself, wh rests the suooess of 
the work not on its merit, but on circumstances so per- 
fectly meretricious. Pray my own darling Poodle, what 
time shall we meet to-morrow ? I don't like to tell 00, my 
own pretty and kind love, but I am yery ill, and am ordered 
to leave Town immediately and undergo strict regimen — 
exercise and medicine. 

My heart wears me to death — nevertheless, I intend to 
follow my own plan, and am certain of soon recoyering. 
Zoo's an angel, and a loye, and a Poodle, to write to me so 
kindly, and I feel it sensibly, for I fear I was a traitor to 
my own heart, and did not deliver its messages faithfully 
in my last letters. Good-bye, my angel, darling, loye, my 
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adored Rose, my beaatif al Poodle, and may God nnite as 
Boon, Mivart's. 

Zoo owK Puppy. 
I open my letter to tell oo again that oo is a darling, 
that I do doat on oo, and pray Ood to bless oo, whateyer 
becomes of me. 

OXLVII. 

To Miss Wheblbb. 

[The Baronetcy.] 

My Dearest Darling Little Dog, — At last I do send oo 
books, and with many thanks for the loan. I intended to 
have met oo at Miss Hayter's to-day ; bat woke very ill and 
continued so till 3 or 4 o'clock, being exceeding^ faint and 
in great pain from my heart. A ride into the country made 
me considerably better, and I am now quite well. Thank 
00 my prettiest Poodle for telling me what Miss Fawcett 
said of 00. Me owns me is proud of oo, and me is very 
glad to hear of oo being admired, for which oo may sneer 
at he-dogs and their attachment, if oo please ; but it is a 
proof of Puppy's adoration of oo. The country look booti- 
f ul — so green and summer-like. Ah, Poodle I me cannot 
write to oo any more, as me has so much to do. Perhaps 
me sail see oo at Miss Hayter's to-morrow. Adieu, my 
dearest and most bootif ul Poodle.' Me has lent oo Uncle's 
life to my Mother. Me'll tell oo all about the Baronetcy 
to-morrow. 

Zoo OWK OWK OWK Hbabt'b Puppy. 
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'oxLvm. 

^o Miss Wheeleb. 

[HisB Hayter.] 

My Dearest And Most Darling Boee, — I do assare 00 
tbat I was nofc angry with 00 ; but I was rather unwell, and 
this morning my heart pains me a little. Bat neyer mind> 
my dear love and Poodle, do not make ooself unhappy. As 
to my loTe for 00, I shonld indeed be a wretch if I did not 
adore 00, which Ood knows I do to excess. I will come to 
Miss Hayter's a little before one, in order to walk home 
with 00. My own darling, one word from 00 lips w^ con- 
yince me of anything. 

Zoo own own 

Abobikg Puppt. 

CXLIX. 

To Miss Wheelbb. 

[The present age doped by CaDning.— Letters from Mis. Wheeler 
and Sir F. Doyle.] 

My Darling Lore, — My prettiest and most sagacious and 
most sensible Poodle that ever stood on two legs and begged 
for a bone I My darling, my life, my booty, how does 00 
do ? Me has just dined and is just going to ride ; but my 
servant will leave this, and should he not be able to wait for 
an answer, 00 can send it whenever 00 likes it. Write to- 
night and send it to-morrow, for 00 must not and sail not 
write of a morning, till 00 is quite quite well. 

Me sends 00 a letter from Mr. Oilier. Is it not too 
absurd — the criticism, I mean f As for the parts he pro- 
fesses to think fine, they are in that horrid modern flash 
shewy style, which stamps his taste at once. He would 
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haye shewn real criticism, bad he praised one or two more 
qniet passages, but as Keppel jnstly observed " One's pet 
passages nobody remarks'' — I sappose in accordance with 
the proverb " A favourite has no friends/* 

My most bootiful love, how me does love and doat on 
00 ! Ah ! well, well, well ! PaJtientiafit Uvius quicquid 
corrigum est nefaa. 

All the people about me are talking of Mr. Canning. 
What an untalked-of being he will be 50 years hence I bat 
he is wise to dnpe the present age, rather than the fntnre. 
It is the only Debtor which pays, and if one pleases it, one 
gets unlimited credit. Moreover, to use four lines of my 
friend the •'Rebel"— 

" In the game of Earth 
Who wins takes all, fame, honour, wisdom, wortht 
And from the wings of time, our fortune shakes 
Whnte'er wd vary from the name she makes." 

Well, darling, good-bye I Sleep well, and — ^yes, 00 may 
to-night — dream of 00 own Puppy who loves 00 as much 
as it is possible for human beings to love women in the 
present state they hold in Society. 

Zoo OWK PUPPT. 

Thank you ten million, million times for your letter. 
I will not vex myself about you, nor anything else. But 
since I am, and was, dear to you, take all possible care of 
yourself. Heaven bless and reward you I 

B. L.B. 

I enclose your mother's and Sir P. Doyle's letters to me. 
I had written the enclosed when your kind dear note 
came. 
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OL. 

To H188 Whsblbb, 40, Somerset Street 
[Houses.] 

My Own Darling Angel Poodle, — Me is going ont to 
dine in the City and shall not be home till very late, so me 
cannot write to 00 to-night ; bnt pray, if 00 Uncle be ont 
when me calls abont 3 o'clock or ^ past 3, cannot me see 
00 1 Methiuks me ctin ask for 00 without any impro- 
priety. 

Let me know, pretty Poodle. Me has been seeing 
abont our kennels all the morning, which me will tell 00 
abont when me calls, i. e. if me sees 00 ; and if me does 
not see 00, mell try and write a line or two before me goes 
to dinner. Mc's going to see Miss Hayter, and to make 
seycral visits in the coarse of the day. Me did not go to 
the Opera last night, for me would wait till mo had 00 
letter, and then it was too late. Giye me one line, my 
angel doggy, to say if me can ask for 00 ; and farewell ! 

Zoo OwK Puppy. 

CM. 

To M188 B. Whibleb, 40, Somerset Street 

[" The Rebel."^" Pclham/'—Change of name.— Interest to procure 
the baroDOtcy.] 

My Own Darling Poodle, My Beautiful Little Dog, — 
How does 00 do ? Ah I me wishes 00 was here, that me 
might kiss 00, zoo prettiest of pretty Iotos I 

Me has been writing the greater part of the day, and 
me has just come in from dinner in order to send this to 00 
and then to write again. 
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Mc Bliau't alter the '^ Rebel,'' darling — at least not in 
story ; but it takes me much more time and wearies me 
much more to alter a line here and there tban to write the 
whole passage over again. Me can't get on with ''Mr. 
Pclham " At all to my liking ; however, thank Heaven I ho 
can make his own way without much assistance from any 
one else. 

Me cannot tell 00, darling> how me doats on 00 more 
and more every day and hoar 1 Me called on mc Mother 
to-day ; but she was not in the very best of hnmonrs, and 
so me came awny without talking a graat deal to her on 
certain subjects. 

Sir George Nagler has sent me a paper to sign relative to 
the change of name. Before me does it, me wants 00 to 
conquer 00 dislike to Baronets, for mc thinks it would be 
much better to become one than to change one's name, and 
me wants to know if 00 thinks 00 Uncle would join his 
interest to ours in trying to get it. Do let me know ; me's 
sure oo'U conquer 00 own dislike to the thing, durliog, 
when me tells 00 that me has thought over it very seriously 
and for a long time, and me thinks it exceedingly advisable, 
if indeed it be possible to obtain it. 

Oh Zoo beautiful love, has 00 been to Miss Hayter to- 
day ? Let me know ; nie's burning so to hear what 00 has 
to tell me. Mo does hope-— but me won't say anything till 
me liears from 00 own lips all about it. Me sends my own 
Poodle the books she wished to have back, and me begs 
her to sleep well. 

Puppy. 
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CLH, 

To Miss Wheeleb^ 40^ Somerset Street. 
[MiB8 Hayter'fl portrait.] 

Poodle^ s Supper. 

My Darling Angel, My Bootiful Poodle, — Me's so very, 
rery, very, very, very happy, for mo has got 00 picture, 
and it's so mnch more like 00 than it was ; and me*s going 
to take it to bed and kiss it all niglit. Oh ! me's so happy, 
and the expression's so feeling and so true, and eyes look 
BO kind, and there's snch n bootiful smile on the lips, and 
there's such a nice modest look about it which puts me in 
mind of some '' odd " question or other of mine. Oh, zoo 
booty I 

Me's going out of Town on Saturday to look at Ghalfont 
Park, w*' me thinks mo shall certainly take for a year — i. 0., 
if it is at all a nice place. Me called on W™ for an hour or 
two, and met my Mother there, who, not being very warm 
or cordial, I did not eay much to. Me's so hungry for a 
letter from 00 ; me hopes so that it will be a nice long one ; 
me does love 00 so — so — SO. Ah 1 zoo Booty 1 zoo per- 
fectest darlingest Poodle I Miss Hayter has got 00 month 
now exactly ; the more me looks at it the more me kisses 
it. How mo will make 00 kiss it, 00 darling self, some time 
or other. Yes, my prettiest, I hope in a month we shall 
be in the same kennel. There Miss Poodle, jump out of 00 
skin for joy. Sleep well, and dream of 00 own adoring 
fond doating idolater. Puppy. 

Must conclude with assuring you that me does unceas- 
ingly adore 

King— PuppT, 00 owk owk Puppt. 
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OLIII. 

To Miss Whssleb. 
[Bitlcrness of Spirit.—" The Rebel"] 

My Darlings Darling Love, — My hearfc baa been smit- 
ing me ever since I 8aw you, for liaving Buffered the veza- 
tion and bitterness of spirit I felt to appear ; for me knows 
oo thought me cold, when me was only sad. Ah, Bose I 
will always have thorns till mo has oo. 

I write in a hurry, for it has struck nine, and J have all 
this horrid " Bebel '' to look over and send to Oilier. I 
have also an impertinent letter from my critic, wanting to 
prove to me VivA voce that my poem is good for nothing. 
Do my own darling, give me one word to say how oo is ; it 
will be like a west wind to this feverish and withered state 
of feeling I am in. Me has given np the intention of going 
out of Town ; so make ooself easy. And noV, my own 
angel Poodle^ I must say farewell, and may God bless my 
Angel, watch and visit oo to night. 

PUFFT. 

OLIV. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
[" The Rebel " finished.— Wilh his mother.] 

My Own Darling Angel Poodle, — How does oo do ? So 
me caw oo ! A good Angel whispered me to pass by oo 
street, and there was my own nngel, my own Seraph of the 
7th Heaven, my dog star, my booty. Well, me finished the 
" Rebel ^ by a lucky hit about } past 2, sent it off instantly 
to Colbnrn, Mounted my horse and rode into the Park ; 
from thence me came home, drest for dinner^ and went to 
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my Mother. Henry dined there too^ bat I sent him away 
and had a long couversation with my Mother about 00 I 
From thence mo went to W">., and here me is now, in doubt 
whether or no me shall go to the Opera. My own pretty 
darling must go to bed to-night, and sleep well and sound, 
and dream of Puppy, and not be naughty as she was last 
night. 

Me is going to call on Miss Hayter to-morrow to haye a 
small frame put to 00 darling picture, for it is too large to 
wear. Me would send it 00 to look at, but cannot trust it. 
Oood-bye, 200 prettiest of pretty loves. 

Ever zoo own own 

OwK Puppy. 

CLV. 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square. 

[Duke of St. Albans and Mrs. Ck>att8.— Dioes with his Mother, and 
then goes to the Play.] 

My Own Darling Angel Poodle, My Sweetest And Dear- 
est Love, — ^Many thanks for 00 letter, which found me at 
dinner. Our friends not having come, I and Henry were 
enacting the parts of the Goblers Solus. Me has just dined 
now, and therefore me immediately sits down to indite this 
precious epistle to 00. After leaving 00, me went to the 
liegcnt's Park, and road sauntcriugly enough along its 
melancholy rides for about an hour and a half. I met Mi-s. 

Coutts and the Duke of St. A in a large open carriage 

ns big us herself. The poor Duke looked misery itself ; he 
must however have one consolation in the midst of all his 
misfortunes, viz., that — Me will come earlier if possible 
to-morrow, as me dines with my Mother at H past 4 and 
goes to the Play. 

Poor little Fanny is staying here, and shall sleep all de 
night in de same room, not kennel, as her brother. My 
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prettiest little Poodle, oo did not vex me for more than a 
minute, and me was only vexed becaaso oo seemed to think 
slightly of me, and me likes oo too well not to wish oo tb 
esteem me. Mo is so glad oo going to take a drive ; me 
does hope so it will do oo good. And now, my own dearest 
of little dogs, good night I and Ood bless oo and make oo 
quiit well is the most earnest and heartfelt hope and wish 
of 00 own devoted 

Puppy, 
CLVL 

To Miss B. P. Whselsb, 40, Somerset Street 

[Vaaxhall.--Soup and Quails.] 

My Dearest Rosey Poodle, — My royal paw is better, and 
me is listening with great attention to ^* Isabel '^ which two 
fiddlers and a bug-pipe are playing under my window. 
Villiers is reading the Oldbe. Zoo ought to see me nursing 
my wounded paw on my lap, and pricking up my ears at 
the music, like a puppy as me is. Me fears me sail not go 
to Vauxhall to-night, for a very good reason, viz., that there 
will be no Vauxhall to go to, but me shall go somewhere, 
where there will be no walking and much sitting. 

How has Prettiest dined ; me has been eating Soup and 
Quails, and me is looking bo pretty that me wishes oo c^ 
kiss me. God bless oo my own own angel, and may oo 
sleep well and he well and dream well of oo own 

LiTTLEBOY Puppy. 

CLVII. 

To Miss Wheelsb. 

[Ear-ache.] 

My Own Darling Angel. — Zoo is too pretty a Poodle to 
send me such a nioe note I My paw is now quite well ; but 
my ear aches so that I have sent for a Dr. Me is going to 
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see tny Mother to-day, so nie does not know how fiir me sail 
be able to get to 00 before one ; but me will soon as me can. 
Zoo dear, dear, dear darling ! How very unhappy 00 makes 
me about 00 side. Do, for Heaven's sake, have some other 
Dr. I implore 00, my own love, do. Who will 00 have? 
Let us consult when me comes to 00. Meanwhile me is 00 

OWK OWN DOATIUQ PUPPT. 

CLVIIL 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

[" The Rebel.-—** Palklond."— " Weeds. *! 

My Dearest And Durlingest Poodle, — I am too sorry I 
cannot get the '' Bebel ''; the sheets are not even stmck 
off yet, and I fear not even one Copy could be procured in 
less than a week* I will, however, take c^ire she has one as 
soon as possible. In the meanwhile, thinking she may not 
have a copy of " Falkland '* and the '* Weeds,'* etc., I have 
sent you one of each, which you can send or not as you 
please. 

Ever^ my own angel. 

Zoo OWK PUPPT. 

I shall be with yon before one. Just write a line to 00 
Mother, saying anything kind on my part. I am so very, 
sleepy or would myself. 

CLIX, 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Walter Scott.— Comparison with Byron.] 

My Beautiful And Darling Angel, — I have written to 
00 Uncle to say that I shall dine with him to-morrow. As 
for me, all this long day I have been riding, driving, and 
walking, till I am quite tired. Zoo is a naughty Poodle for 
writing to me in the morning and me is is angry with 00 
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tor it, because 00 must have lost 00 sleep in order to do it. 
And 00 loss is my loss, and me does not wish it to be my 
gain. There's a Gowley-like expression for 00 ! No, my 
sagacious Poodle, no, me does not wish 00 to be a bit more 
stupid than 00 is [gallant, quoth Poodle]; but me wants 
to have only the perfections, not the faults, of cleaver 
women. Me wants the Companion, not the Gayiller or 
Contradictor, which me thinks clever women generally 
become when tlie Mistress grows into the Wife, and me 
thinks 00 has a certain independence of character which 
belies 00 softness of temper and even 00 love for me. But 
mo won't talk of this now, prettiest. 

I shall see 00 to-morrow — Ah I those are moments 
steeped in the Elixir of Life which are past with 00. Go is 
like the Venus de Medici ; and charms the very air with 00 
booty, intoxicating one's senses with an atmosphere of 
breathing divinity, which — but me must not go on, least 
me should get fine and Falklandish. Ileniy has been 
reading some of Scott's poetry to me. How very magnifi- 
cent his spirit of the conception is — pity that the body he 
clothes it in should be of such rude and common clay I 
He draws men best in action, Byron in repose. Gne is the 
Hercules killing the Hydra, the other the Hercules who 
has performed all his wonders and rests on his club. Good- 
bye, zoo prettiest, most darling Poodle. 

E. B. PUPFT. 

OLX. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

['•Pclbam/'] 

My Darling Angel, Beautiful Poodle, — ^I am so unhappy 
at the idea that you are so. I came home last night, and 
my uneasiness about you prevented my sleeping, from the 
moment I laid down to that in which I got up. 



Lord Lyttaris Letters. 265 

My own dearest love, if yoa don't wish me to be utterly 
wretched. Keep up 00 spirits and take every possible care 
of ooself. I do love you to an excess I am ashamed to own 
even to 00. Dc slightest hair of 00 bootiful curls is to mo 
more precious than all others could bestow ; and it grieves 
me ten thousand times more to cost you a single pang, 
than to su£Fcr any privation myself^ even if it were greater 
than the world possibly could give. Nothing makes me so 
happy as to fancy that 00 13 ; nothing so wretched as a 
single complaint or despondent expression from you. My 
happiness is entirely invested in you^ and you increase or 
diminish it exactly in proportion to the rise or full of 00 
own. My prettiest dearest little dog^ zoo mistakes my 
doctrine about sensible he-dogs very much ; but me will 
not talk on that subject any more now. Zoo may be as 
clever as 00 pleases ; if it pleases 00, it will please me. 

Me is writing to 00 in some hurry, for me wants to write 
100 pages to-day ; and if me cannot, me shall not attempt 
" Mr. Pelham *' till next year. How very, very bootiful 00 
is, my Poodle ; and 00 large ears, me is so greatful for 
them : mo shall see how 00 looks on Monday, and then me 
can tell how far me is to blame, or kiss 00 for cutting them 
ofF. Tell me what time Frank dines and what number of 
the Square he lives in. 

Pray my own darling, shall me send 00 the proof of the 
''Bebel,'' or would 00 like to wait till it is properly and 
prettily printed ? My own most darling, kind, beautiful, 
sensible, divine, angel — Poodle, good-bye till the eyening I 

Puppy. 

Pray, pray take care of ooself, till me can take care 
of 00. 
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CLXL 
To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street, 

[Unalloyed grief at ber growing indifference.^The iniirmiUesof his 

temper.] 

My Dearest Rose, — I am willing to make all allowances 
for yon, and it is therefore with grief — wry great and 
wialloyed ffrief—and not anger that I reflect upon yonr 
manner to me to-day. In spite of what you say, I do hope 
that were aware how much it differed from your nsaal 
behayiour to me, for I wonld much rather snppose it pro- 
ceeded from a momentary anger than from a growing 
indifference. If it came from the latter, it is neeless to say 
a single word — the affections cannot be reasoned with. It 
the former, do suffer me to implore yon to yield to it as 
little and as seldom as the infirmities of my temper will 
permit. 

I am extremely sorry that I cannot procure yon a horse 
this evening ; perhaps, however — and with this I console 
myself —it w* it would have been too much for your side. 
Pray take the greatest care of yourself and lie down as mu<^ 
as possible. 

Do not think I am piqued or unkind when I tell you I 
am going as far as Watford this evening (since I cannot 
ride with you) in order to pay a little bill I owe there. I 
shall return to-morrow before 3, when I will call upon yon. 
Believe me, my dearest Bose, ever most anxious to promote 
your happiness, and only grieved when I fail. 1 am quite 
willing to believe that your manner to*day proceeded prin- 
cipally from some fault of mine^ which I beg yon to forgive, 
and to believe me. Your own 

Puppy. 
P. S. — It IB just possible I may go on from Watford to 
Trlng. If 80, I will write to you to-iQorrow. 
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OLXIL 

To Miss Poodleukg. 
[TringJ 

My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, — I had written the 
enclosed and returned home when year letter arriyed. I 
found a message had been left here, saying thut the owner 
of Tring w^ see me to-morrow at 3 ; so that I cannot see 00 
before 4, or at least till I have dismissed him* I will then 
take my chance of calling. I enclose a note for 00 Mother ; 
me has not sealed it, which 00 mnst therefore do if 00 likes 
it, or send it to me in the morning, and me will. Me must 
now wish 00 good-bye and nights. God bless 00, my own 
own darling Oo poodle-loving Puppy. 

Me will not answer 00 pretty nonsense about loving me 
better. Me knows all that 00 is afraid to know^ Poodle, 
my booty, 00 does not love me near so w& as eo did Alas I 

On second thoughts me won't send 00 Mother's note 
now — not till to-morrow. 

OLXIIL 

To Miss Whebleb. 

[Hk \am canslng her unhappiness.] 

My Dearest Dearest Love And Angel, My Own Most 
Adored Poodle, — Yon shall not see me look unhappy again. 
I will talk to 00 about those unfortunate looks to-day when 
I call at on^, and then me will dismiss them forever ; me is 
too wretched at their grieving Poodle so. Do not imagine, 
my sweetest darling, that they arise from an^ cause 00 can 
relieve ; if they did me would have told 00 long since. My 
dearest, dearest Rose, I wish to God that my love for 00 was 



268 Lord LyttotCs Letters. 

not to occasion you this unhappiness^ but me will repair it 
jet. Good-bje, God bless oo. Zoo own devoted and doat- 

ing 

Puppy. 
Me did not see Sylvia last night ; and how^ my prettiest^ 
should Puppy have know her ? We can take a walk to-day, 
if 00 likes. Poodle me's so sorry oo cannot ride, but oo shall 
to-morrow. 

Puppy. 
OLXIV. 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street 
[Going to the Duke of St. Albans'.] 

My Darling Angel-Poodle, — I write oo one line, as oo 
wished. Me is longing to know how oo is, and me is very 
sorry to tell oo, me cannot ride with oo to-morrow, as nie 
cannot have my horse w^ is lame, and me cannot hire the 
one me had hoped ; but me will, me hopes, have one by 
the day after to-morrow. Meanwhile me will call in the 
morning at one as usual. Mo is going to dress, to go to 
the Duke of St. Albans', where me has been long engaged ; 
but me sail not go till me has oo letter. 

Zoo pretty darling, how beautiful oo looked to>day, and 
how leautifvX oo really is, so superhumanly lovely I Well, 
good-bye, my darling ; God bless oo. 

Ooown 

Puppy. 
OLXV. 

To Miss Whbbleb. 

[Cambrian Ball.— And to a Holl.] 

My Own Itindest and Darl ingest Love, — Me is so Tery 
sorry that oo Uncle scolded oo. But me will call on oo in 
course of the morning in order to kiss oo well. But, my 
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own booty, there can't be an end of 00 riding, because 00 
can ride with 00 coasin Hastings. 

Just as it is beginning to do 00 good, 00 mnst not think 
of leaving it off ; but we will talk of that when me calls, 
which will be after me haye been three visits — to Lady 
Caroline, to Gockburn, and to Miss Landon ; and me 
thinks it will be 3 before me can, but it may be much 
earlier. Me did go to the Cambrian Ball, of which 00 had 
a good dcliy'rance. Me then went to a Hell, and me has 
only been in bed an hour or two. Well, my own darlingest^ 
God bless 00 and good-bye for the present 

Oo owjsr iDOLizora Puppy. 

CLXVI. 

To Miss Whxeleb. 

[Complains of signs of waning love.^BrokeQ with him three times. 
. —Asks for return of letters.] 

My Own Darling Angel And Poodle, — ^Yonr letter has 
hurt me very much. But perhaps the greatest proof of a 
real love is too imagine myself unworthy, and therefore not 
secure of the affection of the one loved. Zoo must know 
consequently, that if I am not always thinking of 00, 
there must be times when I doubt my .so very great and 
undeserved a blessing as 00 Love. Now me will tell 00 
what me has been thinking of. In the first place, me 
thought if 00 had loved me as me wants 00 to love me, 00 
would not have left off wearing my tokens, when 00 had 
once begun to wear them, and 00 has left all of them off ; 
secondly, 00 would not yawn when me speaks to oo, 
thirdly, 00 would not be so contented to leave me; 
fourthly, 00 would see things more in the same light I do ; 
fifthly, 00 would not have broken with me three times on 
the most trivial occasions (even tho' I understand and 
appreciate 00 inward feeling on the subject, which is very 
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noble but not^ty tender); and mxtblj, oo wonld not bove 
so great a command over oo Bpirits when me was away. 
Tben me recoUeote and broods oyer Tery little, littlo 
tbings that oo does not dream of, each as oo telling mo 
when me was going to kiss oo, not to pat oo hair out of 
order, with all tbe bo^ of fears and doubts which the self- 
tortnre of Lotc always inyeuts. fint as to cFcr thinking 
eo less divine, thalt me never does. It is only becanse me's 
tinwoitby ^f ^k>> and not beovose •ao's unworthy of me, 
tfasttte'eYerqneiftioiis^oo lov^ i belies oo imagines oo 
loTes me and tha4;all the «stim civeaawfeanoes that oppose 
yonr aSection «t present raw it to a temporary importance 
which will subside with the canse, then me thinks oo too 
clever to love long — clerer women never do; and then 
besides me looks over for tbe 1,000,000th time oo letters 
and cavils at a word. Me foand in a letter oo sent me to 
Knebworth (when we painted, and thought for ever) that oo 
had looked over it again and corrected two errors, one in a 
dtfte, another in a grammatical inaecaracy, both <of which 
showed n cahn deliberation and self-possession at the timo 
which me never felt or could feel in such •cironmstanoes 
How then t^ould oo, if oo liad laved me as mnob as I 4o 
00 ? But me is notso«illy asto suppose oo does not think 
00 loves mo — me supposes -oo deoeiveiT ooseltf, not me. Me 
thinks if me was to^ie, or if oo was to wnd me «way, t>o 
ooself would be quite vmtemsbed te ftid how little "(in com- 
parison to whtft o» rmagined) ft wmild «flhct oo. And 
then, too, m^ atways f^ls and knows bow utterly unde- 
serving me is of 00, and, and, 4md — in abort — ^me torments 
myself— perlmps without «ny reason ; but still if I was 
quite confident and assured, nay love w^ be much less. 
And now, my own darling, that me has told all my 
internal distresses, me must beg oo to expunge them by 
one nice kiss at the top of oo nest letter. And if oo 
thinla me a naughl^ Pap{gr^ me mmasm oo that va% hm 
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already beea severely punished by the idea that mo has 
Tcxed 00 — nothing ever gives me sudi pain. Do then, 
darling Poodle, let Puppy have his naughty letter back 
again ; or else destroy it. 

And so I shall meet 00 to-night ? What happiness ! 
zoo darling, me shall be sure to be there by 10 o^clock. 
Me does not think my Mother is going with me ; but 
she certainly will go. Me is very low spirited too, and 
me could not sleep last night, well, wdl I now, love, 
darling, angel. Poodle— for God's sake do not blame 00 own 
Puppy, whose fault is his love ; hut give him one of 00 own 
sweet Msscs-^eren in a l^tor. Me'U leave this myself. 

Zoe owir Puppy 

OLXVIL 

To Miss Whseleb. 

[VillieiB in ecstacio^ about her beauty.— Her silver sweet voice.] 

My Dearest And Darlingest Love, My Angel, My £oae. 
My Poodle, — How could 00 think me was, or coold be, 
angry with 00 last night ? Oo sang like a darling, and me 
only disliked 00 to sing ^'Gapt"^ Bell,'' because me dislikes 
I)arodies of all descriptions. Oo was m bootif ul ; never did 
me see«nch a Beautified Poodle as aoo darling of darlings. 
Mis. Trotter was a fool ; it was 00 she was talking off. 
Villiers was in ecstacies fdl the way home about 00 booty. 
And what a silver pweet voice 00 has^ my own love I Me 
slept very ill, and am not well dis morning ; but what is 
that when 00 are ill f Ah, 00 poor chest I Pray keep 
yourself warm and take som^ing like iins&ed tea^ 
mucilaginoiisimd healing. Pmy, pray do, and don't exert 
yoursdf, and don't go out this cold day. If I can call, I 
will ; but I fear it is almost impossible, for me must 
(besides my business) write that for Ainsworth. All, my 
own darling, pray for Heaven's sake take cai*e of yourself. 
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and play with 00 Basins and Taj's* all de day* God bless 
00, my Poodle 1 Good-bye I 

Pups Bex. 
OLXVm. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
[To the Club and Almack's.] 

My Dearest And Kindest And Most Bootifnl Poodle,-^ 
Me went down to the House of Lords last night after 
writing 00 a note^ and had the good fortune to find it shut ; 
me then went to my Glab till ^ past ten, when me came in 
to write to 00 again and found my servant out (he had mis- 
taken my orders and thought be was to come this morning 
instead), so that me had no one to send to 00, which rexed 
me terribly. However, I thought 00 w^ not be disappointed 
as 00 had seen me. Me went to Almack's about 12, and 
danced with 00 cousin " Di," who was looking very pretty. 
Me did not stay more than % of an hour, for mo was at 
home and in bed by one. 

Me writes this from my kennel ; but I will write to 00 
in the morning a more fitting answer to 00 darling letter ; 
for it contained much which me cannot answer now, and 
much which I never can answer. 

Good-bye my darling, my angel^ my life, my Poodle. 

Oo owH Puppy, 
OLXIX. 
To Miss Wheeleb. 
[House of Lords.] 

My Angel Poodle, — ^How are you this morning P I am 
going to the H. of L. about our petition at \i past 2, but 
hope for the happiness of seeing you at 12, when I, will 
call. 

Eveb Zoo OWH Puppy. 



Ij>rd Ly lion's Letters. 273 



CLXX. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

["The Reigning Vice. "—Mr. Chauncey Hare Townaend, deyerish 
ignorant person.] 

Ath$n(»um. 

My own — Angel Poodle,— After I left 00, I went home 
— ^fonnd my brother and my first cousin (who, they say, is 
like me) writing. We entered a great coach and droye 
down to the U. of Lords. There we waited about 2 hours 
before we were adaiited to an Audience, and, as it is, we 
shall huTe a considerable delay in the decision of the 
Petition, owing to the illness of my uncle, a principal 
witness. From H. of Lords we went to two or three 
different places, among others to Mortlock's where I looked 
after some china and glass. I shall see after a carnage 
when we have a definite answer about the house. 

Finding Henry was going to a large party, and feeling 
Tery disinclined to meet them, I came here to dine and 
took up a new Satire— oaUed ** The Reigning Vice,'' which 
you may have seen adyertized. The Author wishes to 
proye selfishness the reigning Vice, and gets hold of some 
yery silly new-fangled ideas ; but tho' the philosophy is 
shidlow, the poetry is good, the yersification easy and 
polished, and the whole thing amusing enough. I was 
surprised to find I recognized the Author in some lines 
read to me ten years ago. The writer is a Mr. Chauncey 
Hare Townsend, a cleverish ignorant person. 

I am scribbling this to 00, my prettiest little dog, while 
they are procuring me a coach. I must write to Mrs. 
Cunningham to-morrow, and inform her about you. Mr. 
Richardson, my brother's steward, also calls on me at 12 
to-morrow, and I shall find ways and means thro' him of 
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raising money. In the meantime^ my precious love^ me is 
analterably oo own. 

PUPPT. 

OLXXL 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

• [Mr. King, mentioned in " Pelham."— Peel.] 

My Own Angel, My Sweel^est And Darlingest Doll, — 
After inie left oo, me and Siater Fan went down to my 
mother's who was not at home ; accordingly we proceeded 
to the Stables, where I moanted my royal charger, leaving 
Fan in the care of my servant ; then me went into the 
Begenf s park, where me met Mr. Peel, who was laoghing 
so load, tliat Lady barked at him — I hate people who are 
merry ; accordingly I left the Ptirk and road out into the 
country, and thought about de present administmtion — 
thinking what a much wiser one might have been nmde 
under canine aa^^ices. After that, me ccuoae home and 
found a Mr. King here, whom I have made honourable 
mention of in ^^ Mr. Pelham ''; he is a great friend of 
Lamb'e — Lamb by the way is going on Saturday next to 
Ireland. This Mr. Kingie now with us, telling us anecdotes 
and classical quotatioBs. H^iry is lookii^ at his feet and 
preparing for the Opera, and me is going to write the greater 
part ol the night at one of my clubs. Me is.now, my own 
dearest darling love — me is now going to wish oo good 
night. May God bless and presrve oo, and may you soon 
be in Puppy^e paws. Oo own. 

DOLLBEABBB AND PaCEHOBSE. 
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CLXXU. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 

[Jealousy.— Lord Castlereagh.] 

My Dear Bose, — ^A moment'a reflection might oonvince 
JOQ that jou have misanderstood mj letter. I neither 
wanted nor cared one straw about the explanation yon have 
condescended to give ; to me L^ Castlereagh is the same as 
any one else — all I wish to convey to yon is^ that one may be 
perfectly innocent^ and yet, by a disregard of appearances, 
endnre the same scaudal as if one was gnilty. That yon 
werfi not acting at all different from what a girl of yoar age 
should have done with Lord Castlereagh or any one else, is 
of courso quite clear to me — that you appeared to do so, is 
as evident. It is against this appearance only, I repeat 
again and again, that I wish to guard you. I think that 
what you added towards the end of your letter, cither in a 
moment of pique or wounded feeling, you have by this time 
discovered was uncalled for. You need not of course be 
assured that I feel for you the most undiminished esteem 
and admiration, and that, as far as /am concerned, venture 
to hope for a more happy Union at last than it pleases you, 
very flatteringly, to predict, when yon are in the prophesying 
mood. I am very mach hurried and must for the present 
atop. Yours as ever, 

E. B. 
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CLXXIII. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
[Asking pardon for having offended.] 

My Dearest Loye, — I haro been engaged all the morn- 
ing in money matters for Henry — of the most vital impor- 
tance to him ; and I am grieved to say I haye not snccQeded ; 
otherwise I should have written to yon before. Yoar 
servant, besides^ did not wait for an answer ; and I have no 
qne else to send this morning. 

My own dear love, yon were very wrong in thinking 
anything else bat your illness yesterday made me so 
despondent Is not that enough, especially when I am 
absent from you and fancy a thousand horrors worse than 
the worst reality P but you are better to-day, and I am 
happier and easier about you. I see that I have had my 
usual ill-fortune to o£Fend you in speaking of ^' explana- 
tion'': perhaps it was a wrong word. I mean however, to 
write you a longer letter than I can do now, fully explana- 
tory of my meaning. Meanwhile I can assure you that I 
ment no explanation or excuse /rom you as to anything that 
is pMt. My letter will only allude to such things and 
occurrences in reference to the future. With regard to 
your Uncle's letter, there can be no doubt as to its rude- 
ness ; but I can readily enter into, and even approve and 
like his feelings, if he thought me the cause of your illness 
— that little subject of complaint will thereforr*, I hope, 
easily be rectified. 

I enclose you a note to Miss Landon ; also a letter to 
your mother. As you have the review of the " Rebel " that 
appeared in London weekly, perhaps you will send it, if you 
think it advisable— it does not say a great deal ; but what 
it does say is flattering. And now, my own dear, dear Boee, 
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pray pardon me for every and each thing in which I have 
offended yon. Do believe that, as far as I can, my most 
emest and heartfelt wish is to render you happy, and 
nothing makes me so miserable as the conviction that I 
cannot. I will write again at night. I find I have not 
time {fi& I wish to leave this as soon as ])0S8ible) to write to 
your Mother now; bnt will soon as I come in. Pray I 
implore and beseech yon, look to the bright side of things, 
and with regard to me only state candidly yonr wishes and 
they shall be obeyed. 

E. L. B. 
I beg 00 pardon, my own love, for not answering 00 
enquiries about my ear ! the fact is, that it was in such very 
great pain, that I thought it useless to vex 00 about it. 
However when I called yesterday on Poi)e, I asked him, 
rather as an excuse than anything else, too look at it, wb he 
did. He syringed it and gave me some stuff, but it is very 
little better. 

To Miss Whbsleb, 40, Somerset Street. 
[Quarrels.] 

My Dearest Poodle, — Don't be such a silly little dog-^ 
kiss and make friends, will 00 P If 00 will, don't write me 
those naughty letters about 00 health, w^ always go to my 
heart ; but tell me 00 is better and happy, and that 00 has 
forgotten, as well as forgiven, all Puppy's impertinencies. 

Seriously, my dearest Rose, don^t let us mar our happi- 
ness by quareliing with each other I let us quarrel with all 
the world else, if we must quarrel ; but there should never 
be any coldness between Pnppy and Poodle. 

Do nurse yourself and get well, for the sake of one who 
never changea to 00. 

P. 
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To Miss Whbelbb. 
[Westeombe Pwk.] 

My Dearest Loye and Darlingest Poodle^ — Me writes to oo 
one line to tell oo how mnch me loves and adores oo. After 
mo left 00, me went to Westeombe Park. It realy is one of 
the most beautiful things I ever saw — such a charming park 
aud gardens ; but lo I upon looking over the rooms^I dis- 
covered the dry rot, not a thing I believe very fatal to a 
house. However^ I shall have a surveyor to look over it, 
and tlien we can see. On my return, I found a very kind 
note from oo Uncle, quite explaining away the (no doubt) 
unintentional iota df complaint I had against him. Me is 
very deaf and very low-spirited, and me is going for a few 
minutes to de Opera, to drive dull care away. 

God bless oo, my own dear kind darling love, and 
believe me your most true, most affectionate, most doating. 

Puppy. 

Pray, pray, pray sleep well to-night. 

CLXXIV. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street 
[Miss Wheeler bad an offer.] 
My Own Darling Angel, — And so me isoold only see oo 
for a single moment 1 I passed again, but you were not 
there, and people were opposite, so I durst not pass again. 
And 00 has had an offer P Ah, my own darling, why have 
I not £2,000 a year to settle on oo I Yes my beauty, my 
Poodle, my dear dear love, I have a great deal to say to oo. 
The letter is not from my Mother I am in the greatest hurry. 
Henry, W"^ and two lawyers are here. Ood bless oo, my 
own angel I When, when, when, when, when will IS 
o'clock to-morrow come ? 

Oo4>WK Puppy. 
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diXXV. 

To ISiss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 
[Tring.— His Mother talking to Henry about the match.] 

Well, my own darling and angel, my sweetest Foodie and 
prettiest Doll, me sends 00 \hi9>zes\ before me goes out for 
the evening — ^where me ^all go, and scarcely know yet ; but 
Henry dines out and me is not in the humour to go with 
W"» to Lady Warbnrton's, so me u(dl saunter, down to Vil- 
lier's and terminate the evening us God pleases, being per- 
fectly assured that me shall return here about 12 and dream 
of Poodle and sigh and toss about all night. 

Me has a note Wliich seems to indecate that me may get 
Triug Park, but that is y^ to bo seen, depending on various 
and vast circumstances w>^ mo need not now enumerate to 
00. (Pretty handwritiug this, is it not, darling ? My 
Mother has been talking to Hi about our match and with 
a greater grace, etc., than I could anticipate. Ah, my own 
Poodle, if ever we can well make it up to her ! How very, 
very, very happy an overjoyed me sh^ be at the idea of lay- 
ing my head on 00 bosom for the rest of my life, if my con- 
science did not smite me with regard to my Mother. How- 
ever, me dws so hope that we sail all be reconciled yet. 
Me has finished all about de House of Lords, and so me 
sail come to 00 to-morrow and stay as long as 00 likes. 

Oood-bye. God bless 00, my own, own Poodle. 
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OLXXVI. 

To Miss Wheeler, 40 Somerset Street. 
[Oilier.— Hou8e8.~Hi8 depression.] 

My Darling Angel And Bootiful Poodle^ — How does 

00 do ? Has 00 recovered oo beantifnl looks again ? Is oo 
face well ? Is oo head well P Do tell me all about oo I 
200,000 [ih'sse^]. Bj-the-by^, bow like oo is xoo^ zoo booti- 
fnl Poodle ! I haye been engaged all the momiog with 
Oilier and a Lawyer — nice little avocations. Afterwards I 
drove and road ont for 2 hours, and then went to dine with 
my Mother. I have jost come from there. In my drive, 

1 went to the house-agents about a place ; there is a very 
nice one in Montgomeryshire, but exposed to the great 
objection of distance. At last I have advertised, and the 
advertisement will appear to-morrow or next day in the 
Courier and TXmes. 

tlij own dear, dear angel, are you tired of me, that you 
write to me 80 despondingly ? If yon knew all I have to 
vex and harass me, and could at all see the gloom and 
depression always upon my heart, you, at least, would spare 
me the additonal misery your seeming unkindness occasions 
me. However, I ought to have self-reproach and remorse 
with respect to you, and therefore have no right to com* 
plain. 

I write to you, my dearest and most charming Poodle, 
in great haste, for it is very late and I am fearful you may 
be uneasy. I do not, my prettiest darUng, tell oo my 
number, because oosall not write to me of a morning till 
00 is quite well. Me has been selfish long enough, and 
will learn to amend. Ood bless ob, my angel, my booty» 
and make Puppy deserving of oo I 
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CLXXVIL 

To M188 Wheblbk. 

[Bex at the Flay.— Lady G looking thin ] 

My Dearest And Prettiest Love, — I have got the box ; 
you may therefore eeud to-Dight to Lady Doyle's to say that 
3 tickets or as many more as yon like) shall be sent to-mor- 
row. The fact is that Henry only reserves oim ticket for 
himself; the rest have been sold some time since, so we 
bay what we want ; and you must therefore let me know 
early in the morning, how many 00 wonld like. 

Me saw Lady tliis morning ; she is certainly 

looking thin, but mell tell 00 all abont that to-morrow. 
Well, my own dear, dear love, my own prettiest and kindest 
darling me does bless 00 so for being snch an angel of a 
poodle as 00 has been all day. Zoo was %o good I Me only 
writes this to please oo> short as it is. 

Gk>d bless 00. 

PlTPFT. 

CLXXVIIL 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
[A flue ring.] 

My Dearest, Darlingest Poodle, — Me was in as mnch 
surprise as 00 abont de note, bat after a great deal of inter- 
rogatory, ascertained that my servant left that, instead of 
mine, which I now enclose, and which was written by Yil- 
liers 3 days ago. I am np and about writing to my 
mother, not having answered her letter yet. Fie, Poodle, 
for baying Puppy a fine ring I Fie> zoo darling (and yet 
200 is saoh a dear, dear, dear love> that me cannot scold 00 
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as me to do^ and so me Siill kiss 00 instead. Me 
fears very mnch that rare cannot be with 00 to-day much 
before 2. However, me will \i Boa can ; bnt me has prom- 
ised to call on Mrs. H' at oiie to-day — the only hour I could 
see her. Thank 00 ten thousand times for continuing 
"Puck**; I am so much obliged to 00 for it. Me will 
bring the tickets when me comes. Ood bless 00, my own- 
est, ownest, kindest darling 

Oo owK Pirppr. 

OLXXIX. 

To Miss Wheelbb. 
[Sending to Ireland.] 

My Dearest And Darlingest Bosey, — Me likes 00 pretty 
way asking Oompt*. by paying dem. Was it not 00 who 
looked pretty, and did me not long so to kiss 00, and was 
not 00 a darling ? zoo bootiful, bootiful Poodle I Me 
will be with 00 ad soon as possible ; but me is going to send 
a man to Ireland to-day, and in order to do so, must go 
down beyond Lincoln's Inn ; however, me trusts me sail 
return by one o'clock or before. 

Me feels much better this morning than me has felt for 
a long time, and should be so happy if me could hope that 
00 did too. Zoo is a dear kind darling noble girl for 
what 00 says about being a good Poodle ; and me does also 
promise 00 that me will endeavour as far as possible to 
repay 00. Ah 1 if 00 knew how me does love and worship 
00, when 00 is kind and me can associate with 00 nothing 
but fond and consoling feelings, zoo would not repent of 
00 forbearance, my own angel.- God ever bless 00 and pre- 
aerve 00 ! 

Oo own, own, own, imn/f^T than ever 

PUPPT. 
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OLXXX. 

[Enquiries about the Wheeler property.] 

My Dearest Poodle,— Send roe word by bearer the name 
of your father's place which he sold, and that which you 
now possess — aecondly, your Mother^s name — Thirdly, the 
names o£ yonr brothers and sisters — fourthly, the addresses 
of Mr. Parkinson and Mr. Arthur. Mo is in a great hnrry, 
as me is engiiged with a lawyer (whom me sail send out of 
Town taday) *t 12. Me hopes, howefrer, to be with 00 
▼cry little after one. Pray send word how niy own darling 
is. 

Pups. 

CLXXXI. 

lo Miss Whbblsb. 
[Letters for his mother to see.] 

My own Darling, Darling Poodle, — ^How does 00 do 
and 00 darling head P Ah, Ah ! After I parted from 00, 
I went to my mother, where I found W"^ who dined with 
ns. She was in a Tery good humour. After dinner W^^ 
went away, and I had a long conversation about 00. She 
was exceedingly kind, and I want 00 to write me 8 or 4 
letters about 1 page each, proper and puppy-less, saying all 
00 feels, but not in the same language ; Zoo must avoid 00 
present simplicity and also all appearance of cleverness or 
brilliancy. Only write aflfectionately and properly, and 
bring in a phrase or two about my mother, etc. She 
wunts to see some of 00 letters, and me has none to show 
her. 

When I got home, I found Sir Bentinck Doyle had 
called. I will try and call on him to-morrow before I 
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leave Town ; if not, I shall write to excuse myself. I had 
hoped, according to Colbnm's promise, to find a copy of 
the '^ Rebel '' but am disappointed, zoo darling love I 
Me must now finish as it is so late ; but mind 00 sleeps 
well to-night, and does not even dream of 00 own, own, 
own 

Puppy. 

OLXXXIL 

ITooth better.] 

My own Darling Poodle, — Zoo nice, dear, kind, good 
girl, me is so much obliged to 00 for sending after me. 
Me was out when 00 note came. Me has only just 
returned. My tooth is much better. Zoo nice camphor 
quite cured it ; but soo, my poor darling, me is so unhappy 
about 00 1 Ah 1 if 00 w^ but be somebody ! However, 00 
will so soon be Puppy% and then air and exercise, and care 
and kisses and Puppy, will soon quite restore 00 — won't 
they, my good Poodle ? 

Me will try and cull on 00 earlier to-morrow — ^perhaps 
a M before one, as me may leave 00 sooner. Me has given 
up my journey to the country to-morrow, in order to be 
with 00. zoo dear, dear love 1 Ood bless 00, and make 
00 well and happy, prays 00 own more than ever adoring 
and fond 

PUPPT. 
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. CLXXXIIL 
To Miss Whbblbb, 
[Proof of " Rebel."— Carriage.] 

My Darling, Darling Darling Poodle, — Pray forgive oo 
own Pappy for not writing before. Me has been out all 
day looking after a lodging by Twickenham and Bichmond, 
becanse oo does not wish him to be at a distance from oo ; 
bat alas ! he cannot find one, and he very much fears that 
Sonthend is the nearest sitaation. My own angel, oo 
mast at all events sleep well to-night, since oo own Pappy 
is so near oo. 

Mr. Colbam has sent me a proof of the " Rebel.'* Zoo 
has no idea how bad all the first canto (which oo saw) is in 
print. Me is going to alter it, if possible. Ah I here is a 
letter from oo I My dearest darling Poodle, oo is too good 
to write me sach a dear letter, when me has not written to 
00 yet. zoo darling darling, zoo does not know how me 
loves 00 ! I nm 80 BO fond of oo, and long so for oo I 
Yes I me does I and me will write oo more than once a 
week — ^yes, me will, darling ! Me sends oo another pic- 
tare of a carriage ; vf^ oo mast return. They are my 
crests npon it ; me does not like the red hummercloth, 
w^ me thinks shonld be the same colour as the carriage, 
and mo has the harness for the carriage, and the mould- 
ings 8h^ be plated, not brass. Me also thinks the body of 
the carriage sh^ be hang still lower and somewhat broaden 
Let me know. 

Me sends oo some Poems my big brother has lately 
printed; the copy belongs to Henry. Me thinks them 
very witty and classical. you dear dear Poodle, zoo 
could never think how oo is adored by oo own 

Puppy. 

I called on Bcntinck to-day. 
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CLXXXIV. 

To Miss Wheblsb, Someraet Street 

[Anxiety for her health.] 

My Dearest Dtirling Love, — I have been out all the 
morning from a very early honr, and only just received 
your letter. My darling Angel, how miserable you make 
me. For God's sake give me one line to say if yon are 
better. Why, why ehonld Fate separate us ? Yes, dar- 
ling, I will call to-morrow 10 minutes before one, tho' 
Colbum was coming. I can write no more now 1 but do, 
my own dear dear Poodle, just give me one word : 
"worse ''or better.*' 

Zoo own own 

PUPPS, 

OLXXXV. 
To Miss Wheelbb. 

[Met Miss Landon at his Mother's.] 

My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle,— 30,000 [ikt^e^] 
for writing to me this morning, tho' oo ought to have 
gone to 00 kennel like a good Poodle immediately oo got 
home. Me was detained very late at my mother's where me 
met Miss Landon, bat me did go ns far i\& Charing Cross, 
in the wish to see oo at oo party, but the watchman cried H 
past 1, and me thought oo'd be gone, so me turned buck 
and slunk home. Me is very much grieved at the idea of 
00 being so unwell with oo exertion, but me docs ventnre, 
my own darling, to hope tliat oo will have a good nights 
night and be recruited. Me will call on oo at 2, bcforo 
me goes to Sir F. Doylo ; me w<^ come earlier, but mc 
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thinks 00 aught to sleep till one. How could naughty 
Poodle talk of boring me P Am I not her own 

Puppy. 



OLXXXVl. 

To Miss Kose Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman 
Sqnare, London. 

[GoMiam Inn— celebrated for young married people.] 

Cobham, 25th . 

My Own Dear Darling Poodle, — After mo left 00 with 
many self reproaches, me returned towards St. James' 
Sq**, first stopping to buy the London Review^ in which 
there is a tolerably long and very favorable criticism of 
" Mr. O'Neill." Me found Villiers anxiously awaiting my 
arrival. Wo seated ourselves in silence, and went on for 
several minutes without a word. At last he spoke, and I 
saidy in answer, ** Yes, 00 is a very nice little dog." Wo 
reached Godalming, which is very pretty town, in safety ; 
but Westbrooke Park is out of the question ; it might do 
well enough for people of 2 or 3 thonsand a year, but not 
for persons of our '^ Quality." This morning we set out 

for M , which belongs to Ad^oi Bladen Gapell. This, 

which, from the exceeding badness and even peril of the 
roads, is almost inaccessible, is a very wild beautiful place 
indeed, and I think we may offer money for it. The 
house is very old, but very small. The soenery round is 
rich beyond expression, and there is a nice large piece of 
water for us to swim about in ; there is no neighbourhood 
and no society, which is certainly also a very great recom- 
mendation. 

Me endeavoured very earnestly to get to London to-night 
but our horse, after various stumbles and falls, was ao 
knocked up that we were forced to stop here within 20 
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miles of Town. The Inn (Oobham) is a celebrated place 
among young married people, and has a beautiful garden 
full of roses (of which me sends oo a leaf), besides tolerably 
nice bed-rooms, with very hard huckaback towels. Me 
hopes to be in Town to-morrow by 3 or 4 o'clock, but me 
will call on oo whatever time it may be, ctcu in the evening. 
Zoo booty, zoo darling, zoo angel, zoo dear girl and nice 
dog ! Mo sends oo 2,000,000 \ki^zt%\^ and wishes oo soft ' 
dreams and sweet sleep. 

Puppy. 
Is 00 not a darling, my own gentle Poodle ? Is oo not 
a kind love P Ah ! me does, does, does love oo 5o, so, 80y 
So! Prettiest and dearest. 

PuppsI 

CLXXXVIL 

To Miss Bose Whbeleb, Somerset Street 

[Name the very earliest day.] 

My Dearest, Dearest Love,— After mo left oo, mo went 
to Seymour St., and stayed with my Mother till half-past 
five. After Chat, me went home, with my ears down and 
my tail slouching on the ground, very wet and miserdble. 
So me thought, as me trotted along, tliat sister Lady, and 
sister Terror sh^ have a holyday ; accordingly me called at 
do stables and carried dem away. Mo found Henry on the 
sopha. A friend of Henry's dined with us — a Mr. Houlditch 
Hungerford, a young man with a magnificent house in the 
country, which me immediately asked him to let me. 
After dinner — fish, cutlets, pigeons, all horrid — inc came 
here, and am now scribbling to oo, that being the purpoec 
for which mo did come. zoo booty, zoo darling, zoo 
angel 1 never did oo look so bootif ul, so divine, as oo did 
to-day I Oh how me ought to have kissed oo ! Me would 
have given worlde to have kissed oo from head to foot, oo 
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was such an unspeakable paragon of booty. Ai.d what is 
00 doing, saying, thinking, wishing now, zoo prettiest little 
dog ? Ah I how me should like to with 00, and den me 
would lecture 00, between kissing, on something 00 did, or 
did not do to-day ; but me is sure that if mo tries to make 

00 happy, oo'll wish that me sh^ be so too, and will not bo 
above studying that which will make me so. Will 00, my 
own dear kind affectionate girl ? No, mo is sure 00 w^ not 1 
Ah, my dearest Rose, how soon, how very, very soon, me 
docs hope, 00 will be mine I We muvk have this horrid 
letter to morrow, and then 00 will name de very earliest 
possible day, will 00 not, my Poodle ? Oh 1 if happiness 
can appear in the features, and if 00 can judge of the 
appearance, 00 will not, my Poodle, be dissatisfied with my 
looks on the day. 

Me is going to fulfil an engagement with the owner of 
Westcombe Park to-morrow, but me hopes to get away by 

1 as usual, tho' my own Boso, me must consider a little 
before I can promise to come to 00. It w^ be so much the 
worse plan not However my heart and wishes are the 
worst seducers, and mo fears me shall not be able to resist 
them. 

Farewell, my own darling darling Poodle ; ten million 
kisses from 00 doating 

Puppy. 

CLXXXVIII. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square. 

[Temple of Fairies.] 

My Dearest And Darlingest And Angelest Poodle, — Me 
is very very very sorry no letter — and now they tell me 
that one could not have had one hefore to-day. However, 
me mu%t call to-morrow, whether there is one or not, and 
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then me sail see oo. Oh, if 00 knew what an age it seems 
to me since I did see 00, 00 w^ feel happy almost that I do 
not, for then 00 would know how incomparably me does 
doat on and idolize 00. 

Thank 00, my prettiest Titania, for 00 Temple of Fai- 
ries/^ which me nsed to love so when me was a pnp — ^me 
does noty however, see anything to crib. Me sail be back 
at eight. * Back/ 00 says, ' where is 00 going V Me is 
going to Greenwich to see a honse, and if me can write 
when me comes in, me will ; only 00 must not depend on 
me. zoo booty, zoo darling, zoo love, 00 own, own more 
than ever attached 

Puppy. 

CLXXXIX. 

To Miss Wheeler. 
[Letter mast come to-day.] 

My Own Dear Kind Angel Love,— 200,000,000 \his9es\ 
for 00 darling letter last night and 00 note this morning, 
00 Servant did not wait for an answer, so me sends this by 
mine. Me went to a place 14 miles from Town yesterday, 
instead of Greenwich, as being a more likely place to suit- — 
Eastcote House. However, it was a very poor place. 
Tring has spoilt me, I fear« for any other. As me of 
coarse lost my way on the road me did not get to Town 
again before half past seven, and then me went to dine 
with Villiers ; from whence me had not returned when 00 
note came ; this is the fall and true account of the Adven- 
tures of Puppy de Poodle, esq". 

Me thinks the letter sorely mt^^^ come to-day ; if so, me 
will hasten to 00 with it — ^if not, why, 00 must see, my 
own dearest love, that me ought to absent myself from oo* 
However, if me is not with 00 by one, me will write to 00, 
my darling. Pray, prettiest, go out, if this wretched let- 
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ter does not arrivo ; go and seo 00 cousins and the G — % 
and keep 00 spirits, and don't stay at home to mope 00 
darling self to death. Mind 00 does not, to please 00 own 
poor Puppy, who doats on 00 to that degree that this 
absence seems privation of air, sun, life. 

Good-bya for the present. God bless 00, my own dear, 
dear love I It was one before I came in last night, or I 
would have written to 00 ; indeed, I w^ almost have done 
ihat^ late as it was, if I c^ have found any one to send. 
My ear is macli better, thanks to 00 enquiries, 

cxc. 

To Miss Wheelkb. 
[Going to Greenwich to see a house.] 

Ko letter yet I I am so vexed, I shall leave Town for 
the day and go to Greenwich, in order to see a place I have 
heard of cheap. Thank 00, my own darling Poodle, for 00 
note. I did go to Almack's, and saw Fanny in high 
beauty I It — not she — was very thin — scarcely a soul 
there. I did not stay 5 minutes. I am distracted with 
the ear-ache this morning, and am, besides, so deaf I can 
scarcely hear a syllable. 

I enclose your picture ; mind 00 takes care of it, and 
sends it back in the evening. Ah, my prettiest, how sail 
me live thro' this long day without seeing 00 ! poor, poor 
Puppy I pra> pity him, and yet me would not have 00 pity, 
for me thinks it true that Pity is a relation to Love, and 
that they have the mutual aversion to each other relations 
generally have. 

Me is more low-spirited than 00 can conceive, and 
therefore me does not so much regret not seeing 00. Love 
is made for summer skies, not clouds ; all birds who live in 
vaponr, like the vulture and eagle, are condemned to be 
alone. Ah, why, why, why did I ever link any human 
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being to me ? but it is too late now. At leasif, my own, 
only love, do nurse yourself and let me have in your exist- 
ence a consolation for my own. 

Puppy. 

OXCL 

To Miss Whbbleb. 
[Her fretting.] 

My Poor Dear Darling, — Oh ! why has 00 been crying ? 
Do tell 00 own indolatrous puppy, who loves and adores 00 
beyond all comparison. My dear^ dear, kind, nice, good, 
tender love, my beautiful Poodle, me must take 00 soon, 
and then me will never allow 00 to piuo so, for me will kiss 
and hug 00 till 00 is quite happy, will me not. Poodle ? 
Me has been to Greenwich and seen such a nice place — ^me 
does so hope that me sail be able to get it, but me fears it 
will be too dear. However, me will tell 00 all that to-mor^ 
row, when me calls, w^ me will, about one or half-past as 
usual, tho' me does hope me sail have a letter to-morrow. 
Me is very tired, and my poor horse is waiting with my 
servant to take this, so me must conclude. For Ood^ sake, 
my dear, dear, dear, most dear love, take care of oosclf. ' 

Dream of 00 own, own passionately loving | 

Puppy. [ 

Ten million [kisses'] for De Fairy Tales. Pray, pray, | 

pray don't fret ; indeed 00 has no cause, for Puppy will 
try all his life to pay 00 for what 00 has suffered. Ob I 
how me longs to see 00 I 
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OXCIL 

To Miss Wheeleb 

[Handkerchief.] 

My Own Dearest And Eindesfc Ix)ve, — Me write 00 one 
little word^ to say me sail be with 00 by a little after one, 
as me sail wait a short time in case of any letter. And is 
00 in such pain, my own poor Rose ? Zoo has no idea of 
the wretched sensation me has when 00 complains and me 
cannot relieve 00 ; but mo sail, me sail, see 00 at one, and 
then me will kiss away de pain, whether 00 will or not. 
Qod bless and keep and preserve 00, my own own own 
darling— will 00 not really be my own next week ? 

PUPPT. 

Oh I what a bootif al handkerchief 00 has sent me I 
Me never saw anything so pretty — " wear it when nobody 
sees me ?* Indeed Mrs. Poodle, me sail do no such thing; 
me sail make it my state kerchief. 

OXOIII. 

To M188 Whbblbb. 

[He is better— only pain in ear.] 

My Darling Angel Poodle, — ^Me thanks 00 ten million 
times for 00 dear pretty note. Me is very well to-day, and 
has only a slight puin in my ear. Me has altered my mind 
about going to Golburn's, and will therefore be with 00 as 
usual. Me cannot think what my beautiful Puss has been 
trying at ; but since it is to please me, me hopes it is a new 
kiss ; and if 00 could not succeed alone, wo must practice 
together till 00 is perfect. How is 00 after 00 ride ? me 
hopes much better, but me sail know when me calls at one. 
Meanwhile, dearest and divinest Poodle, 

I AM THINE OWK HbABT'S PuPPY. 
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Many thanks, my own sweet kind love, for oo enquiries 
after Oockburn. He has tried the Oamphor and opiam, 
but in vain. 



OXCIV. 

To MiSB Whbelbb. 

[Miss Wheeler ill.— Better when letter arrives.] 

My Own Dear Kind Oood Poodle, — ^Ten thousand 
thanks for oo letter, which oo was a true darling to write. 
When me got home from Brook's last night, me found oo 
note ; and me wus at first a little hurt at oo going to Lady 

D 's without speaking to mc first, but afterwards me 

thought oo would not mope oo darling self there, and so 
me was reconciled to oo. . Zoo is my own angel Poodle for 
enquiring so kindly after me ; me feels quite well to-day, 
better than me has for a long time, but oh I how me wishes 
it was still 00 tnrn to ask after me rather than mine to feel 
for 00 ! My own dearest dear love, I am so really unhappy 
at your being ill. I will call on oo to-day for a short time, 
but I fear not before 2, as me has promised to go out with 
W™ to choose a gun at 1. 

Do, my own beautiful love, go to Sir F. Doyle's again 
and dine there. I shall be so happy and well if you will 
keep up your spirits and health, and you oaght to be so 
well before oo goes into de country^ Me is sure, my dar- 
lingest, ownest, fondest Poodle, that oo will be better when 
00 has had dis letter and felt in oo heart of hearts how 
deeply and truly oo is loved and adored by oo own own 

Puppy. 

Zoo darling darling Bosey Poodle 1 [Marks of kisses.} 
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OXOV. 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 

[Richmond with a party.] 

My Darlingest Poodle, — Me is in a very great hurry, 
and just setting off to Richmond with a party — much too 
late for them — me having ouly time to say me will write 00 
a nioe long big-eared puppy of a letter to-night, and that 
me adores, loyes and doats on 00. 

PUPPS. 

CXOVI. 

To Miss Wheeleb, 40, Somerset Street. 

[The Richmond party.] 

Ah, Poodle I pray forgiye 00 own truant Puppy for 
staying away all yesterday. It really was not his fault, for 
when de other dogs got down to Richmond, dey all would stay 
there till J^ past 8 and so it was near 11 by the time wo got 
to Vauxhall Bridge, and then dey insisted on going to 
Vauxhall, so poor Puppy was caught. My own darling me 
was so, so sorxy, for me did want to come home and keep 
my promise to 00 so much, and me thought of nothing but 
00 the whole time. Me will come and see 00 to-day about 
three o'clock or perhaps before, as mo is going out of Town 
to-morrow— to Woodcot. But 00 my dearest love, how is 
00 ? me does hope so that 00 has slept well. Ood bless 00, 
prettiest and kindest and goodest, zoo own doating. 

Pups. 
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CXCVJL 

To Miss Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. ' 
[His Mother averse to William's Marriage.] 

My Darling Love And Poodle, — Me was at dinner when 
00 letter came ; I c* not therefore answer it then. - We 
have some men hqre now, so that I can only write a line or 
two, to thank 00 for 00 pretty dear letter, which me aenda 
00 20,000 [fciwes] for. W™ has just been here ; I don^t 
know whether he will be mamed : My Mother is still 
very angry witli him — Me'll talk to 00 aboat that by« 
and-bye. 

Oh ! darling, me wanted to ask 00 this morning, bnt 
me forgot it, whether a Colonel Somebody did not go with 

00 and Mrs. ^'s to Richmond — tell me all the persons 

male or female, that made 00 party, and tell me how long 
00 stayed there. Now don't let my prettiest Poodle rack 
her brains to know why me asked this ; it is for no yery 
particalar reason ; bnt let me know to-morrow before me 
calls ; or, if 00 thinks we shall talk together, 00 may tell 
me then. Me has been eating 00 orange flowers all day* 
Zoo booty, zoo darling, zoo love, zoo Poodle, good-bye, 
good night, sleep well and dream of this day three weeks t 
Me's so, so, so, so, so, so, so, so, so, so happy that 00 is. 

PUPPT. 
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0X0 VIII. , 

To M188 Wheblbr. 

[Colonel Somebody.— Mrs. C 's.] 

- My Own Darling Poodle^ — Thank 00 for 00 prettiest 
letter. Me is very tired and indisposed to-day, for me did 
not sleep all night. With regard to the Richmond expedi- 
tion, I met a Ooloncl Somebody at Cheltenham, whose name 

I never knew, but I think it begins with G ; however, 

I am quite uncertain touching that important point ; this 
Col. I again met the other day, and after we had talked 
about Cheltenham some minutes, it came into my head to 
ask him if ho had ever met 00 there. He said no, but he 
thought he had seen you at Bichmond with a friend of his, 
and ns he talked much about his friend, I wished to ascer- 
tain whether the friend was Mrs. G 's or any one else. 

Zoo darling, zoo booty ! 00 remember that before me ever 
told 00 mo loved 00, me spoke to 00 as slightingly as I could 
of Mrs. 's, whom I knew to be a very improper com- 
panion for 00. A friend of Henry's and mine, a Frenchman, 
knew her much too well at Paris, and that must be Heury^ai 
excuse for addressing her. That is all me wished to ask 00, 
prettiest, and 00 need not have troubled 00 poodle-self to give 
so long an explanation. Me's too glad that they are going 
to wash 00. 

Oo own tried but true and indolent and idolizing 

Puppy. 
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CXOIX. 

To Miss Wheelbb, 40, Someroet Street, Portman Square. 

[A quarrel— Shall not send back presents yet— Had seen Woodoot 
—Bought a tea and dessert set of Dresden China.] 

My Own Dearest, Kindest, Most Beautiful, Most Darl- 
ing Poodle, My Angel Of Life, — Let me know and worship 
00. Let me humble myself before 00 in the fullness of an 
adoration more intense and oyerflowing than Numac^ hare 
eyer felt for his Egesia, or Endymion for his Diana. My 
tenderest, dearest love, you hare taken me out of a doubt 
and suspense more pitiable than you can conceive. Never 
will I forgot this condescension in you, never \ And now, 
dearest Bose listen to me I I owe you a return, and one 
which I have meditated ever since I thought of writing to 
you what I have done. It is this. It is /, not youy who 
shall alter! I will for thA future endeavour as much as 
possible to correct my temper ; perhaps I may not succeed 
at first, but 00 will bear with me for a little while, and it 
shall bo lefls than you suppose. If I once make a resolve, I 
can sooner than most people carry it thro\ My own, my 
dearest, my tenderest love, forgive, I implore 00, 00 own 
Puppy for all he has made 00 suffer. 

Now, dearest, shall come 00 triumph, — it is 00 only that 
shall tame and subjugate 00 own Wolf, Puppy, till he can 
lay his head on that beautiful, beautiful bosom and forget 
even to growl. 

Oh, fiose I how I do bless 00 for 00 letter. It has 
seemed to me of late that you wish rather to break off. I 
have been piqued and hurt at the readiness with w^ you 
parted from roe. I have thought I owed our reconciliation 
rather to your kindness and compassion to me, than to your 
own feelings. I have thought, in short that you were 
wearied with me and my morosity, and contemplated with 
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dread our f uturo union — this, perhaps, made me write to 
00 differently than me otherwise should. Forgive me, my 
own darling, darling love — will 00 not, booty P 20,000,000 

Ah I that me could kiss 00 ! that me could breath out 
my homage, my worship, to 00, in one, one long burning 
eternal kiss ! Shall we not be both the belter, and the 
wiser, and the happier for this, my Poodle, hereafter ? me 
is sure we shall. 

And is 00 still ill, my ownest ? But this will make 00 
well, will it not ? Ah, dearest, dearest Bose ; 2000 \hiuM\ 
Do not be hurt, love, me is going out of Town to-morrow 
for two days. ^le is rery unwell feverish, and nothing but 
the country can do me any good, so that me will gow down 
to-morrow and look at Woodoot Hall, which me hopes so 
will suit us. 

Me has bought such a pretty tea set for 00, and a dessart 
set, of Dresden. Me. will not send back 00 presents yet, 
but me hopes 00 will see them at Woodcot wry, very «oon. 
Oh, how me does, dow long for that day. If 00 knew how 
happy me was, me is now, 00 would be happy too— would 
00 not darlingest ?. Write to me to-morrow early, and en 
Thursday let me see 00 : Me will not before, for me should 
go and take a house directly ; and besides, we do not 
deserye the happiness of a meeting since we hare both been 
naughty enough to quarrel. And now, darling, good-bye 
and Ood bless 00, and may 00 forgive Puppy as utterly and 
sincerely as 00 possibly can. 

Mesr* Kisses & Co. — Pay to Poodle : — 

2,000,000 [kisses] to her eyes, 
4,760,540,087 to her lips, 
9,000,070,005 to her cheeks. 
(Signed) 
1827, London. PUPFT. 

Is me good ? 
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00. 

To Miss Whseleb. 

[Gk>ing with VilUers to Woodcot.] 

My Own Darling And Kind Love, — I wrote in a great 
hurry to you this morning, I am now on the point oi set- 
ting oflE for Woodcot — it appears to be a yery long journey 
for a gig ; howeyer, I shall get down, I hope, in good time, 
Villiers goes with me very good-naturally. Me was not 
naughty, Mrs. Poodle, about the Dresden, because it was 
yery cheap and very homely. Me only gave for the dessert 
and tea sot £15, and mo's going to buy of de same man, 
who is a broker, all de things me shall want for our kennel. 
Me sends oo back all oo playthings. God bless oo my own 
dear restored angel ! Henceforth we will be to each other 
what two human beings ntver were before. God bless oo ! 
Take care of ooself. Me is sure oo will not fret ooself now, 
but 00 must take air and exercise — mind oo does, and not 
think of anything but oo own, own, own, own, own fond, 
true, devoted, doating 



PUPPT. 



Me has had no letter from Ireland. 



OOL 

To Jif 188 Wheblbb. 

[Suspense only a day or two.] 

My Own Darling Love, — For Heaven's sake keep np oo 
spirits and comfort ooself as much as oo can. Our suspenses 
can only last a day or two. And then oo will and must be 
mine ; and me will repay oo and oo dear good Uncle for all 
and everything. 
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My oim dearest angel^ me is now going to be fed ; 
afterwards me is going oat and then to Almack% perhaps. 
Good-bye, my own, dear, dear, girl, 00 loving 

KiNa Puppy. 

COIL 

To Miss Wheelbr. 

[Archbishop of York to marry them— do necessity to give him any 

thing.] 

My Dearest Rosey, — Do go to Brighton ; it will do you 
a great deal of good. I will run down myself, if you do, I 
should particularly wish you to go, for yoar health's sake 
as well as every other considefation. Do, my own darling ! 
I mearly write to beg you to do so, and to request you to 
look after my ring dropped in the parlour. I will write to 
yon again in the course of the day. Ever most doatingly 
yours, E. L. B. Pupps. 

Me is in a great hurry. 

On consulting, about it, I find the Archbp of York 
would be infinitely more desirable than any one else — and 
no necessity to give him anything I 

COIII. 

To Miss Whesleb. 
[Not liking her to go with the D ^'s.] 

My Dearest Rosey, — I write 00 one line to say 00 is a 
darling. Me will tell 00 to-morrow why me did not like .00 

to go with the D s. Me has got 00 letter. Ood bless 

00 darling. 

Zoo OWN Pupps. 
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COIV. 
To Miss Whseleb, 40, Somerset Street, Portman Square. 
[Preparations.] 

My Own Darling Bosej, — Me has been running over do 
Town ull diiy — let, me has seen aboat a gun ; 2ndl7, me 
me has seen W™ ; 3rdly, me has been to my lawyert ; 4thly, 
me has been to my hatter ; dthly, mo has been to 4 shops 
about tbe plate we want ; 6thly, me has written four notes 
to serrants ; 7thly, me has looked over all my things with 
my last servant ; Sthly, me has seen after a pony gig ; 9thly, 
mo has seen about our carriage ; lOthly, me has seen after 
de bedstead ; and now roe is waiting for Henry to come 
and dine at Brooks's from whence me sends tbis epistle. 

Me has been very unwell ull day, but oo has heard my 
complaints so often that oo has grown tolerably indifferent 
to them, but never mind. Will oo let me know who Sir 
J.'s lawyer is, that mine may see him ? Has oo found my 
ring ? De reason me did not like oo to go with Lady 
Doyle was this : me thought she asked oo because she 
wanted dc horses, and me was too indignant at the idea of 
00 going anywhere, where oo presence was not the sole 
inducement for asking. If oo walks to de next door to see 
anybody but Puppy, all de wliole street should go on their 
knees to thank oo. Past 8, and Heniy not come I Well^ 
off goes this, and de man sail ask for an answer. Mind oo 
says how oo is, and mind oo tells mo if oo is not going with 
Mrs. Doyle, which me hopes oo is. God bless oo darling, 

Oo (mn PuppB. 
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GOV. 

[Offer of Seat In House of CommonB for i^.SOO— Very cheap.] 

My Dearest Poodle, And Darlingest Bose^ — Thank 00 
for 00 note, which "gare me great pleasure *' as our friend 
Col. Montagu w* say. I enclose the letter to your Mother, 
which I don't like at all ; it is too stiff, but it really was a 
difficult enterprise. Send it back if there is anything me 
can alter for the better. 

Me does not know about the kennel yet, for the diffi- 
culty is the terms. Oh, Poodling 1 yesterday me had an 
offer xA coming into the House for £2,500 — a very small 
sum indeed, but me refused it without a sigh. If me does 
take the house, me shall only wait in Town to get servant, 
etc., as Elanor plagues me to death. Oo will then fix the 
day 00 likes, and mell come up the day before. Me will 
endeavour to come to 00 before 4, if possible, i. e., directly 
Mr. Kay leaves me. 

Adieu, my dearest girl, 

Oo OWN Puppy. 

COVI. 

To M18S Wheelbb. 

[Presents.— The dignitary.— The license.- The carriage.] 

My Own Darling Angel,— It vhm too kind in 00 to 
make me such a bootiful present ; me thinks it one of do 
very prettiest things me ever saw. Zoo is such a love for 
it, and yet 00 is a very naughty Poodle, for 00 knows 00 
cannot afford to buy all dose things for Puppy, and it's all 
very fine in 00, Mrs. Poodle, lecturing Puppy upon his 
extravagance, when 00 is so expensive ooself . Fie, Poodle ! 
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fie ! Zoo darling ! 2,000,000 [ibi^^M]. Ah I my candle is 
going onfc, for me writes dis in de evening, as me starts so 
early in de morning. Oh I me almost forgot to say, that 
me had trotted off to L^ Ranelagh^s place ; me got there 
by dusk,, knocked np the servant, and saw the honse, 
which is a very poor thing indeed, so that me feels quito 
reconciled to Woodcot House, near Nettlebed, Oxfordshire. 
There, Mrs. Poodle, what does oo say to that P Does oo 
understand mind oo goes to Frank's to-morrow, for which 
me sends oo my moonbeam chain as a present, with a strict 
injnnction to catch all de pretty Butterflies oo can with it ; 
and mind oo tells Frank how much oo has tanght me to 
admire and like him, and how me regrets my unfortunate 
coldness of manner, and how me hopes he will come often 
to Oxfordshire to shoot, and how, next year, me will make 
de fairies stock one wood with pheasants, and keep it 
exclusively fbr his uee. And mind oo learns about board 
wages, and get a Dignitary to marry us, and ask about a 
license, concerning the rights of which me is quite ignor- 
ant, with all other matters of equal importance. Mind oo 
sleeps well, my prettiest, and mind oo has now nothing to 
fret about. Good-bye for the present ; me will finish this 
to-morrow — me is ill and feels very unwell, but hopes the 
journey will remove it. 

The carriage is come. Well, my own darling, me must 
wish 00 good-bye I Let me know in oo letter who Frank 
means to ask ; if he can ask a few good people. I shd par- 
ticularly like it— if not, then, for God's sake, don't let him 
nsk Second-rate people, unless they are great friends. Find 
out how long it requires to get a license— and whom one 
gets it of. God bless and preserve oo, my own darling 
love. 

Oo owK, owK Pups. 

Who will wash in oo basin and ewer all his life, zoo 
prettiest of Fairies 1 
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r hare told Felion, the coachmaker, to call on you 
to-day, if we don't send for him (he lives in Long Acre), 
as I think he is mistaken yonr orders about the lining. 



ocvn. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
[More purchases.— Campbell.] 

My Own Naughty Darling, — Zoo should not hare 
bought does things — Wc have candlesticks in de house, and 
all manner of Toys, and me has ordered a basin and ewer. 
HowcTer, if 00 will spend 00 money foolishly, 00 must. 

Me has seen Mr. Dreddle's letter, darling, and sent a 
copy of its purport to Mr. Loaden. Zoo has done quite 
well about de supporters, and zoo is a dear nice good 
naughty little dog altogether. Me is now going to dress 
for Mr. Campbell. Oh, Poodle, me will send 00 de linnen 
to-morrow to look over, at 12. There are some tablecloths 
second-hand, of foreign damask ; they dont seem to me 
good, but I am not the best judge. 

Finding myself very sulky this morning, I curled down 
my tail and set out to Mr. Oolburn, to rent it on him. 
Zoo has no idea how me frightened him I After that, me 
went to several places, and trotted after my half-pay, but 
was too late for de magistrates. 

Me has had a long letter from Wn, who has been down 
to Warfield, near Woodcot, but does not like it (Warfield). 
Zoo servant waits, and it's time me sh^ go to Mr. Gamp- 
bell's. Ood bless 00, my doll, my pup, my rose, my jewel, 
my plate, my wife I Ctod bless 00 ! 

Pup Bex. 
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covni. 

To Miss Wheeleb. 
[Her weeping and seeing ghosts.] 

My Own Darling, — Me was not offended with oo, but 
me was yery, very ill^ and perhaps me thought oo cared 
very little about it. I myself think that H7 had better see 
Frank, to thunk him for what he had done. Oo is a 
naughty little Poodle for crying and seeing ghosts and 
otherwise teasing ooself ; and me will, and must, call on 
00 in the course of the afternoon — perhaps by 3 or 4 yoa 
may hare returned from Mrs. Roberts ; but mine oo docs 
not come home one minute sooner than oo otherwise w^, 
as mc does not deserve to see oo, if me has been so unhappy 
as to vex oo. 

God bless you, my dear darling, kind, generous lo?e ; 
mo looks forward with a transport that conquers all uneasi- 
ness, pain or anxiety on minor points, to the day that will 
give me such a treasure. 2,000,000 \k\B$M.'\ 

Pups. 

Leave word that, if Hagley calls at 2 as he said, he 
leayes the plates, and the price on a piece of paper. 

COX. 

[The Doyle pillar.] 

My Own Darling And Angel Poodle, My Sweet And 
Beautiful Love, — I am so glad that you are better. I am ao 
tired and worried and bored, that I should make a very dull 
corespondent. I am not, therefore, unwilling to avail 
myself of oo permission not to write at any length. Me 
shuU see oo to-morrow. Ah ! me's so happy I Me's so 
very much obliged for the Doyle pillar, which me thiuka 
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yery pretty. God bless 00^ my angel, and keep 00 well and 
happy. 

Puppy, 
COX. 

y To Miss Wheeleb. 

\ [The carriage.] 

My Dearest Rose, — ^yoa mnst forgiye me if I was pee- 
vish — I am so very much worried. Believe me, my ownest 
Soscy, that I do not wrong your many and great excellen- 
cies — I only err when I expect from you things which 
naturally enough do not even suggest themselves to yon.- I 
hare been down to Felton's, and desired him to pnt no 
Mantle (as you wished not to have one) to the arms. You 
will have the carriage in time. I only write this line, to 
beg you to pardon me. I shall stay at home all the evening 
and write. Good-bye, my Poodle ; God bless you. 

Puppy. 

CCXI. 

To Miss Wheeler. 

[Settlements out of the qaestion.] 
I am truly grieved at your uncle's want of confidence. 
Ho mv^t place it in me, or I know not what can bo dona 
Even your own fortune, such as it is, it W^ be so mnch for 
our Mutual advantage to mortgage, or sell, that I think is 
scarcely advisable to make it a settlement, your Uncle 
must see that where the wife brings nothing, settlements 
are out of the question ; in the present case they are per- 
fectly impossible. If I could ruin myself any further I 
would with pleasure, but I literally cannot. Surely you, or 
your uncle might trust me ! In the meanwhile, keep up 
your spirits^ and believe that I will do everything in my 
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power to make you happy. Many thanks^ my dearest 
Sose, for y' trouble about the books. 

Ever y' own, own 

Puppy. 
I will let you know in the morning if I can meet you, 
which will depend on my cough, which I think ig rather 
better. Pray take all poraible care of y' self. 

OCXII. 

[Confidence in his provision for the present and future.] 

My Dearest Love And Poodle, — I fear I may have been 
unjust to you in the hurried note I sent you — the truth is 
I was both hurt and angry at what after all was very 
excusable in your uncle ; and my reason for vexation is 
chiefly because I do not well see how to meet his wishes, or 
how to obviate the very unexpected obstacle that has started 
up. I um sure, my own Poodle, that yon will have suffic- 
ient confidence in me to know that I will not leave yon 
destitute, and that whatever is in my power, cither here or 
hereafter, ehall be affected, in order to satisfy my sense of 
my own un worthiness of you and of your merit. 

If I am at all better, I will meet you to-morrow, and 
you must forgive me if the vexation and disappointments 
of the moment made me petulant and unjust. I could not 
rest till I had written this line to you. Pray take care of 
yourself ; keep up your spirits ; give me one line to say 
how you are, and believe me, 

Y' most affectionate doating and devoted 

Puppy. 
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COXIIL 

[Her letter satisfactory.— Send it to his Mother.] 

My Dearest Bose, — Nothing can be more satisfactory 
than your letter, and Mr. Loaden's, which I hare just 
rec*, and w^ I will shew you when I call. I shall send 
them both to my Mother to-day. I called yesterday on 
Mr. Lewis ; he was not at home. I left a note saying w 
should be glad of his evidence. 

Good-bye I Ood bless you I The lawyers ore with me. 

Edwabo. 

OOXIV. 

To Miss Bobb Wheeler, 40, Somerset Street. 
[More purchases.— A cook. --Letter to his Mother.] 

My Dearest, Darlingest, Bootif ulest, Gleyerest Rose, — 
Me never saw such darling things as 00 has bought, nor 
such cheap ones. My own dear love, po is too great a 
jew-oly and as hard to have anything to do with as a dia- 
mond. Dcy are so very, very, very bootiful, that they are 
quite fit to come as a present from 00. 

Mc will call on 00 to-day, after me has finished 
** Puck," seen after a cook, called on W"", and written an 
answer to a long letter from my mother. Me does not 
know what time it will be, but me will make it as early as 
possible. Yes, love, do send me a man to pack up do 
China. Oood-bye, my darling [marka of kisses]. God 
bless 00. 

Pups. 
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OOXV. 

[Domefitic preparations.] 

Thank oo^ my own angel Poodle, for oo darling and 
kind letter. Me is up and going to prepare for the 
fatigues of the day. My own dear dear dear dear dear 
love, zoo is too kind and good to oo, own nanghty Puppy, 
who is always vexing and teasing oo. Never mind about 
the future, darling. At least we can have one year's hap- 
piness, and, if me can but be Incky in writing, me have 
every chance of being even affluent. Meanwhile, nothing 
on earth is comparable to you and yonr love. God bless 
oo, my sweet Poodle, for loving me — ^bnt indeed oo ought ; 
for me doats on oo to folly. Me will be sure to have my 
best frock on to-morrow, and look nice and dean. Oh, 
Rose ! how very, very unfortunate — ^you mistook the ques- 
tion 00 were to ask the postman ; you were to have asked 
if there was a mail to Limerick through Bristol, not if 
there was one to Bristol, and now I find my letter will stay 
there till Wednesday next, till the steam vessel goes. I 
am so vexed, :ind there is not time now to write another 
letter. 

Me will send oo de linen to-day or to-morrow morning. 
Zoo must see about de tea, only li^ of each, and l^^ of 
coffee, w^ must be put in a tin. Ah, Kose, my own dear 
love, me must now enter into an existence quite different 
from that me has, with oo. Good-bye, my love, zoo own 
fond faithful doating devoted adoring 

PcrpT. 
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CCXVL 
To Miss Wheeler. 
[Lost beforo marriage.] 

You are an angcl^ my Boso ! bafc I will call upon you at 
one, and tell you what you are. I feel your consideration 
as it deserves ; there can be but one answer to it — ^and that 
you must let me whisper to you on the 29^.* No, Sose, 
darling, there is no necessity for a delay. God bless yon, 
my good and kind and generous love. 

Your own ownest 
Pups. 

* Endorsed by Lady Lytton :— "On that fatal Thursday, d9th of 
August, 1S37, 1 was married to this man at 8t. James's Church, Pic- 
cadilly, London, by the Honbie and Reynd William Bentinck and 
marrtd, as the Irish pronounce it, for the rest of my life. 
" AuguMt 20<A, 1851. R. B. Ltttoh." 

LBti&r of air Franeit Doyle to Mm WheOer, 

[Mr. F. H. Doy1e*s letter about time of wedding.] 

" 10, Montague Squra, Monday, 26th August, 1827. 
'* My Dear Rosina,— I saw Mr. Bentinck this morning. He will 
be ready at % past 11 o'clock at St. James' ou Wednesday next. 
An ordinary license issuflQcient, without publication of banns, where 
one of the parties to be married lias resided within the Parish for a 
month. If you preferred 9 o'clock, he would equally be at yr ser- 
Tioe at that hour. 

•* I remain ever yery affectij yw, 

•• F. H. DOTLR." 

MARIUAGE. 

On Thursday, the 29Ui August, at St. James' Church, Piccadilly, 
Edward George Earle Lytton Bulwer, Esq., was married to Rosina 
Anne Doyle Wheeler, by the Hon. and Rev. William Bentinck. 

After the breakfast, Mr. and Mrs. Bulwer set off for Woodcot, 
near Kettlebed, Oxfordshire. 

Rosina Anne Doyle Wheeler was the only surviving child of the 
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COXVII. 

To Mbs, E. K Bulwer, Woodcot House, Nettlebed, 

Oxon. 

[Domeatic mibjects.] 

October %Uh, 1827. 

My Dearest Poodle, — ^I have just rec* your letter. In 
the first place, you may imagine my vexation at finding 
that my mother was ac Worthing, and will remain thero 
for some time ; the chief object of my journey here being 
thus frustrated, I shall lose no time in returning, and 
directly I have settled about my hoi-ses you may expect me 
home. I fear this will not be before Sunday or Monday. 
In the second place I have seen the cook. I asked her 
what she ought to have in the house way ; she said 3 pints 
of milk a day, half a pound of butter a week for each ser- 
vant, and each servant to have a loaf a week. I insisted 
very much on economy, w^ she agreed to coji amore. She 
is evidently an old-fashioned second-rate cook, but she 
agrees to take lessons. Now then, your opinion ! If 
Mrs. Dorden will be nearly as saving as this, let us keep 
her ; if not, suppose you read her this estimate — ^ask her if 
she can agree to it, but add that we must \i9kVQ positive and 
not promised amendment. Your opinion given by return 
post will decide the question. The woman is about 60. 

Tell Warren that during my absence Terror must sleep 
out, or else be left loose in the lower part of the house. 
She is no guard at all, shut up with Warren, The only 
possible use of a dog is out of doors. 

late Francis Massy Wheeler, Esq., of Ballywirc and Lizzard Connell, 
Limerick, Ireland 
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I am very comfortless here, and not too much with W". 
I hare not seen Emily. Very impertinent of Mr. Smith. 
A thousand thanks for the shoe 1 Oh I be sure and let me 
know how your cloak is to be lined ; if you don't^ I shall 
order a new one. 

I have seen some things for the Miss Greens, and 
selected two. Let me know if they'll do — one an ornament 
of gold and stones to do for the hair or a brooch or to hang 
to a chain, the other is something similar ; they are both 
the newest fashions, and look as if they cost much more. 
For the same price as one of them yon may have a gold 
bracelet with a heart to it Wii do you like liest P Let 
me know also if I shall part with yonr ring ; they only 
offer £A for it. I advise yon to keep it. Not seen Villers 
yet. 

And now, my own darling, let me get rid of these world- 
ly matters and tell you how I thank yon for 00 darling letter. 
Every hour me misses 00 more and more, and thinks of 00 
with deeper and fonder and intenser love. Ah, my own 
dearest Angel 1 me never loved 00 till me married 00. 
Every day me is more rejoiced at the idea that 00 is now 
mine.forever. Ood bless 00 and preserve 00, dearest 

OO OWK PUPPT. 

, The Postman's bell is ringing. 

coxvm. 

To Mrs. E. LxTroir Bulwbe, Woodcot Hoose, Near 
Nettlebed, Oxon. 

Pomestic sabjecis.] 

Ociohw 26M, 1827. 
My Dearest Poodle, — I am so very uneasy about 00 ; do 
take care of ooeelf ; nerer get out of bed without 00 slippers. 
Do take exercise ; in short, remember how invaluably dear 
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00 is to me. W"^ now talks of goiDg to Bath and then 
resaming Heydoiu Oo must immediately on receiying this 
send mo the dress which best fits yon, for W™ is having a 
bill at Maradon's and wants Tory much to make me a pres- 
ent of a collar for Poodle. 

Maradon says she wants a dress of oo's ; oo most there- 
fore be snre to send it immediately and state exactly how 
yon wish the new one done ; black and white blond, ch ? 
Me is so glad and me is sare oo is, now me does not pay 
for it. Ton must be sure to send the dress by the first 
coach directly, as / waii in Town to receive it ; if you 
don% I shall Bend one of Maradon's women down to yon, 
which will be ridiculous. Therefore pray be certain to loee 
no time. 

I don't like the presents I have chosen much for the 
Miss Greenes. However, they can be changed if yon dis* 
aprove of them. Mind also to take the masure of the 
length and breadtli of theLibJ, that I may see if the carpet 

1 think of will fit, and send word by return of post. 

The horses are come, but I have not seen W* yet. 
Henry is in Brussels and very triste. 

I have seen none of your relations yet. Did Miss Carre 
mention the receipt of the game ? I have seen the French 
review of ''O'Neil " ; very flatteriiig it sells better than it 
did, by-the-bye. The cook is to cook for us to-day ; she 
seems a very nice woman — so hideous, I really vote taking 
her I 

Me has not bought a single thing ; is not me good ? I 
have seen great Villiers. He has been in great and grievoaa 
tribulation. When we meet we are going to see the 
Ooscoignes. Now, my own queen of darlings, take all 
possible care of ooself, and believe in the increasing love 
and adoration of oo own own Puppy. 

If Wm had not given me this dress, me intended to 
have bought oo a necklace of topaz and emeral4 l but now 
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me Bhan't— not even a shawl for oo. Ijd Onilford'B dead ; 
no other aristocratic news. Pray be sare to send the dress I 
How judiciously kind in W"» 1 

CCXIX. 

To Mbs. E. L. Bulwkb, Woodcot. 

[Domestic Matters.] 

My Dearest Rose, — ^I seud you some things of Henry'p 
by W"^ You will remember in paying W"*- his wages that 
4 days out of the 7 is to be deducted, he having had from 
me £5 a day during his trip to Town — this deduction at Is. 
8d. a day, rather less than it ought to be, is 7s. 

Ood bless 00, my own dear dear darling angel love, for 
00 pretty kind and good letter. I have not time to answer 
it now, but will write to-morrow. 

Thank 00 for de ring — me will do as me thinks best 
about it. 

I saw Emily yesterday ; she looks very ill, quite plain. 
Pray do keep Terror in no room, and keep Topper in 
Terror's kennel. Be sure and let me have the Dress to- 
morrow. How very good in W"-I Me likes him now. 
Me fears 00 will not have 00 shoes for a fortnight. Ever 
my dearest dearest dearest fondest kindest bootifulest 
darlingest angelest Poodle, 00 own 

Puppy. 

COXX. 

To Mes. Enw. Lyttok Bulweb, Woodcot House, near 
Kettlebed, Oxon. 

[Domestic Mutters.] 

OctoUr 27tt, 1827. 
My Own Dearest And Bootifulest And Naugiitiest 
Bosey Darls I — ^Me is really very angry with 00 for being 
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such a loye — and not sending me oo dress. Howerer, me 
is determined oo sail not be the snfferer by oo generosity 
and disinterestedness, tho' oo has prevented my getting oo 
anything at present I can't get the carpet nnder £12. I 
shall hare it sent down by the waggon. I hope it will do 
for the Library and Drawing-room both. 

The Oreenes' things want a little altering, and are to be 
sent down. Me also hopes to be sent down myUlf in de 
hamper by the coach to-morrow, and to dine with my own 
Poodle about 7 o'clock. Me sail certainly be sent if the 
one o'clock coach goes Sunday. If not, me sail be sent on 
Monday. 

Zoo won't have oo shoes before Tuesday week ; but me 
hopes they will be bootif uly made when dey do come. Me 
is going to send a little filagree candlestick to Emily in oo 
name before me goes. Me can't, me fears, call on oo 
Uncle ; bat me hits seen Frank and pressed him very much 
to come down to ns. Me does not think me sail part with 
de poor diamond rings. 

God love and bless oo, my own incomparable treasure, 
my own dear dear dear dearest darling, and make me 
worthy — but that nerer can be— of my angelest Poodle, 
Bose and dearer than both — wife. 

P. S. — Me has been very idle and not written a line 
in my copy-book. Poor dear love ! Me's so unhappy 
about 00 headaches, but zoo must bear them all for the 
sake of oo idolizing 

Pure. 
, Me sends oo 200;000 [marh$ of Umm]. 
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COXXL 
To Mb8. BuLWEBj Woodcot Hoase, near Nettlebed, Oxon. 

[Colbiini.] 

Dec. \Ziky nvt. 

My Dearest Poodle, — I write you one line to say that 
Golbnrn wrote me to-day, paying that he had not yet 
sufSciently considered my work, bat would write to me 
respecting it to-morrow. The letter is rery cold, and I 
hHTe not a doubt but what he will refuse it, or at least 
demand some great alterations. 

I thank you heartily for all 00 kindness, and am 
delighted to hear of 00 economy. I have not heard any** 
thing further of the place. Oood-bye, God bless 00 1 

PUPPT. 

ccxxn. 

ToMbs. E. L. Bulwbb, Woodcot House, Nettlebed, Ozon. 
[" Pelliam.'*— Lady Caroline's illness.— Lord Clanwilllam.] 

Dec. Uth, 1827. 
My Own Poor Dear Angel, — I am so very unhappy to 
hear 00 is ill and in bed too I Ah, dearest, how me longs 
to come to 00 1 Pray, pray do not fret oo's darling self, 
nor think of our little distresses. Oo is right ** Pelham '^ 
must sell, whether to Colbum or elsewhere ; but I am 
obliged to wait till Monday. Perhaps, if Colbum takes the 
book, I may come down on Monday evens, but Tuesday is 
the most likely day. Oo sees the necessity of staying here 
till things are concluded. I called on I> Garoline to-day, 

]ind saw Ooddard (Ly G being asleep). She may live 8 

weeks, bat not more ; I am very much shocked. I am to 
call again at 4 to-day. I saw the Qascoignes, and have a 
large piece of cake for oa 
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I had foand a oook, bat coald not take ber, not having 
a character. I have fixed on a very old fat man as butler, 
who will not, I fear, do long. 

People say L^ Glanwilliam is to marry the Dachess de 
Berri. My mother sent me a seal and a traveling knife & 
fork of mine ; she is evidently coming round, bat will take 
her time. A letter from W°^ implies that he is very happy. 

So much for news ; but do, my own sweet dear love, 
for my sake support ooself. As for me, I have now quite 
made up my mind about '' Pelham^'^ and defy all the malice 
of chance and Colbum. No news about the appointment ; 
we must wait awhile. For Ood's sake, my dearest dearest 
goodest best kindest love, take care of ooself, and remember 
bow 00 is doated upon by oo own own 

P ^T. 

CCXXIIL 

To Mrs. E. L. Bulweb, Woodcot Hall, N' Nettlebed, 

Oxon. 

[William Bulwer's Marriage.— Lady Caroline.] 

Dec, nth, 1827. 

My Darlingest Poodle, — You alarmed me beyond 
measure. I shall lose no time in returning to oo — indeed, 
were not the state of our servants such as it is, I would 
come down immediately. I have seen a butler who, tho' 
very fat and very old, will, I think, do, at least for the 
present ; but I cannot find any cook. I have been to 
W"^'* marriage. It went off well. More when we meet. 
Poor Lady Caroline has the dropsy — incurable. I will try 
and see her, or at all events write. 

Pray, for my sake, keep up your spirits — ^I assure you, 
my own darling, that all will do very well, and we shall 
yet triumph. '' Falkland '' is re-advertised, I will write 
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to you on Thnrsday; bnt not, I fear, to-morrow. And 
now, my own darling love, may God bless and keep you ; 
and, if you do not want to make one (whom you have made 
more, ten thousand times more, happy than ever he was 
before) miserable, write and toll me that 00 is better and 
gayer than 00 was. Neyer mind that paltry bill at Kay's; 
tis not worth thinking about — ^besides, we need not pay 
till we can well afford it. Once more, God bless 00 I 

Pups. 

CCXXIV. 

To Mbs. E. L. Bulwbb, Woodcot House, Nettlebed, 

Ozon. 

[Villiera* loss of wardrobe.] 

Dec, 80tt, 1827. 
My Dearest Poodle, — After a cold but not disagreeable 
drive) I reached London in safety, and established myself 
at Thompsons's. I have seen Villiers. His things are 
certainly missing, and were as certainly lost at our house, 
a thing which I feel as a most sensible disgrace, and which 
I ehall not pass over without the severest scrutiny. Will 
yon therefore, my own darling, attend exaotly to what I 
am about to say. Upon a minute consideration of the 
case, the guilt seems to rest with Mrs. Fowler, for the 
linen seems to have been that which Villiers had worn and 
thrown in one comer of the room. Besides this, half a 
severing was stolen from his table. Immediately on receiv- 
ing this, you will send (secretly) for the constable of the 
village. You will tell him you have strong reasons to sus- 
pect one of the servants of theft; but don't mention 
whom. You will then send for Mrs. Fowler into a sepor- 
ate room. You will tell her that you have the strongest 
suspicions against her, that a constable is now in the 
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house, that I am resolred to enquire most severely and 
thoroughly into the affair, bat that if she will confess she 
shall not be exposed and I will quite forgive her. 

If she does not confess, the constable will go with her 
to her house and her mother's house, and search all oter in 
every box, etc. Let Evans accompany them. Lose not a 
moment's time in sifting the business. 

I am resolved to go thro' the a matter which I feel a 
most real disgrace upon me with the utmost zeal. If 
nothing appears to criminate the woman, I will immediately 
apprehend Warren, but I have not a donbt but that %hs 
is the criminal. I now leave this duty to you, and I have 
the less reluctance to give you so disagreeable a one, partly 
because if my wishes with respect to that woman had been 
minded in the first instant it w^ not have happened, and 
principally because I am sure your cleverness will make 
you execute it perfectly. The things lost are : — 

4 shirts 13 white neck cloths. » 
6 pairs of stockings. 1 col^ '' 

3 '' '' shoes. 3 white waist coats. 

1 '' "sUppers. Iblue " 

There is one very remarkable circumstance. Evans 
declares positively that he did put in the shoes. Now these 
are not to be found, nor could they have been lost on the 
road, because the box was never out of Villiers' sight, and 
was unpacked at home itfore 2 wiinessea, I leave it to 
yon whether you will trust Evans in this business — ^for my 
part I would recommend having the boxes of all the 
servants searched. This might be done civilly and without 
offending them. 

The valne of the things is about £12 or £14. I wonld 
not have cared straw, had they been mine ; but a robbery of 
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another peraou at my house proys npon me like poison — I 
am qaito wretched. 

Write 8oon> by way of balance to this unpleasant letter. 
My aftiir with Bichardaon is agreeably settled, and Hope 
smiles on many other things. Upon the whole, yon had 
better hare every servant's things searched — ^it will be less a 
direct affront to the '^ Fowlers, '' should they be innocent ; 
but let it be done very civilly as if for their satisfaction. 

CCXXV. 

To Mas. L. BuLWBB, Woodcot, near Nettlebed, Oxon. 

[The same.] 

Dm. Z\%ty 1827. 
My Dearest Poodle, — On second thoughts, the best 
plan will bo as follows. Send for Evans privately. Tell 
him how deeply mortified I am at the circumstance say 
that Mr. Villicra is resolved to prosecute the enquiry to the 
utmost, and that he suspects Mrs. Fowler, that in con- 
sequence of this it must be as satisfactory to all the servants 
as to us to have their boxes examined, and that I wish to 
have this search a general one, because in case Mra Fowler 
is innocent I should not wish to cast reproach mly upon 
her. After this, tell him not to mention the circumstance 
to Mrs. Fowler, but to go for the constable quietly and 
secretly — then have in the servants, one by one — ^mention 
the afibir quietly and see into all their boxes, Mrs. Fowler's 
of course more MpuiaUy and minutely. Yon will mention 
that I am so concerned for the honour of the House, that 
I am determined, iu conjunction with Mr. Yilliers, to bring 
the affair to Bow Street 

Your darling ever, \ 

IS. li. B. 

You had better read the greater part of the above. Be 
sure that he does not mention the circumstance to Mrs. 
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Fowler, and that the whole affair is done as ciyilly as poa- 
Bible. I shall oertainlj arrest Warren il yoa do find out 
nothing at home 

CCXXVL 

To Mas. L. BuLWKR, Woodcot, near Nettlebed, Oxou. 

[The same.— 8eat in Parliament— Place in the Palace.— Leigh Hani's 
Character of Lord Byron.] 

Jan. 2nd, 1828. 

My Dearest And Darlingest And Poorest of Poodle 
Dogs, — Me is so very very sorry that oo went out after tlie 
constable and got wet and has now got a cold. Poor dar- 
ling darling love 1 and to have had so much trouble with 
those nasty servants. Pray, pray, for oo own Pupp/s sake, 
take all possible care of ooscU, and write to me and tell me 
exactly how oo is. Tell the servants that I am very sorry 
at that search, that I do not and did not suspect or at least 
accuse any of them, but that I thought it due to Mr. 
Yilliers and also satisfactory to their feelings, to have dae 
search made. You will mention this to all the servants 
and especially to Evans. I will have Yilliers' servant 
examined as well as Warren. What seems most singular — 
and you may mention this to .Evans — is^ first, that the 
portmanteau never left Mr. Yilliers for a moment till he 
arrived in London ; and secondly, that it was then unpacked 
before two witnesses, which two facts seem to be positive 
evidence that the loss could not have taken place after his 
departure. 

But enough of this now. Let me tell my own dear love 
of all I have done. Firstly, I have written for the character 
of a very preposse&jing gardener. Secondly, I think of 
engaging a very creditable man who lived with L^ Exeter. 
Ju resie, I am still without any others — '^Tyninnical 
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Masters " as Heathcote uo less jastly than bitterly called 
servants* 

I have jbcen making active and zealous enquiries abont a 
seat in Parliament Having convinced myself that the thing 
is hopeless at present, even for any money ^ I have been this 
morning in treaty for that place in the Palace. I think it 
very possible that we may come to terms. I find it is a 
post of great honour and pretty sure of procuring a title — 
Hear that Lady Puppy. Leigh Hunt is writing Lord 
Byron's life. Extracts have appeared already. It is very 
severe, but very true ; and I take credit for having so com* 
pletely penetrated the character of your once ** Idol. He 
is represented as a coxcomb and a bit of a coward, very 
unamiable, very mean, very tyrannical, and in most mat- 
ters very ignorant. I have read ''Herbert Lacy" by Mr. 
Lister ; it is what may be termed neat or even elegant 
mediocrity ; but it is no rival for " Pelham " *' Herbert 
Melton '' since published with a second name of '' Almack's 
Bevisited,^ is wretched stuff, written by a man rather 
clever, but very ignorant, very canting, and very vulgar. 

I have written to Golbum, wlio has promised to send 
me part of my book during my stay in Town. I am very 
glad to hear 00 likes Miss Landon 1 so do I very truly. 
Thank her a thousand times for her brother's remembrance, 
which we must not accept. She must have many people to 
send game to, and we have none at present. Send me word 
of Mr. Bolton Mass/s direction in your next. I have been 
scribbling on, upon all matters, in order to entertain 00. 
My poor dear dear dear love, 00 knows that me means it 
kindly, for 00 knows how me hates writing. God bless 00, 
my darling, my good dear dear Rose, 00 own 

Pups, 

I have bought the prettiest Dinner Service you ever 
saw ; Berlin China with our Initials L. B., and got £26 
for U16 Dresden dishes in exchange. 
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COXXVIL 

To Mbs. L. Bulweb^ Woodcot, near Netilebed, Oxon. 

[Vmiera.] 

Thomfion% Tharaday, 
Jany. 3*^, 1828. 

My Dearest And Darlingest LoTe, — I coald not write to 
00 the other day^ for I baye had bo much to do, and oo 
must not expect that oo can hear from me every day. In 
the first place, we have had Villiers' seryant's things exam- 
ined, but in Tain, Warren only remains. There is nothing 
to eliminate Oodliffe. Ask Evans the following ques* 
tions : — Was Warren up the morning of Mr. Vs.* depart- 
ure ? 2nd, Was the portmanteau left open in the hall in 
the presence of the postboy so that the postboy could have 

stolen the shoes ? I wrote to W asking him to go and 

assist 00. Pray don't vex ooself about things. All is 
going on famously. I have got a very nice butler who 
lived with Lord Exeter, also a very good sort of gardener ; 
but cannot as yet find the others. 

I have got the two first volumes of '^ Pelham,'' and 
have very little to correct. Moreover, I am to see about 
that place on Saturday morning. I cannot say when I 
shall return, but hope on Saturday. 

Fray make diligent enquiry about my sword with 
respect to the postman, oo must remember, darling, that 
when wo thought him wrong before, it was not the case ; 
perhaps some of the servants may have had the letters ; 
lid. was owing to him when I left. 

Good-bjre, darling and dear^t, when me comes back all 
shall go well, for me will have none but very good dogs in 
the kenneL Meanwhile don't vex ooself, but let all things 
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go on well or ill, no matter for a day or tvro. Bert 
regards to Miss Landon, for whom I sh^ be very glad if I 
could execute any oommission. 

You owir OWN Pups. 



CCXXVIII. 

To Mbs. L. Bulwbb, Woodcot, near Nettlebed, Oxon. 

[Villiers.— Leigh Hunt and Lord Byron.— Domestic] 

Jany. 5tk, 1828. 

My Dearest And Poodliest,— Yilliers' things are found. 
"We went to-day with a Bow St. oflScer to Warren, and 
looked over his things — ^nothing appeared. I then ques- 
tioned Warren as to what part of the portmanteau the 
things missing were put in, and found that they were all 
placed in a certain part called ** secret*' which Villiers 
never know of ; but which Warren knew. On this we 
returned to Vs.' and in that *' secret'* which Vs.* servant, 
like his master, never knew of, the things were discovered I 

My mother's letter is in answer to my last, and is rather 
meant to vindicate herself from harshness than anything 
else. 

However, she is evidently coming round, and I have 
written her a very long and kind letter, likely to facilitate 
our reconciliation. 

Nothing further about the Place. 

I have now chosen a very nice gardener, whose wife is 
to undertake the poultry and milking the cow; a good 
respectable housemaid and a boy, her brother, who is to be 
groom, and a butler. The cook only remains. I have put 
another advertisement in the paper. I hope to return 
Tuesday, not before. The gardener and his wife come on 
Wednesday. As they are very nice people, whom I should 
like to attach to us, I have promised to lend them a bed 
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aud any other little articles of f ornitare we can. Will yoa 
see, therefore, that a bed is moved there, and a tabic and 2 
chairs and anything else serricoable u> them. See that 
they have a fire in their honse on Wednesday, and send 
some sapper and beer there. I prefer that to their snip- 
ping at our house and bozng contaminated by our serraiits. 
See them yonrself, darling, and speak kindly to them, 
woald oo like to speak to Ann about leaving — or, as it 
would bore oo, perhaps wait till me comes — do as oo plmae, 
it does not matter. 

Leigh Hunt does not speak unjustly of Byron nor alnuio 
him, as far as the extracts go. He seems to treat him with 
the ffreatest impartiality. 

Me is so Sony to hear oo has such a cold. Do take the 
greatest care of oo poor darling self and belioTe in the 
unceasing love and devotion of oo own own 

PUPFT. 

CCXXIX. 
[Offer for the " ROaoe."] 

Dearest And Darlingest, — Me has nothing to tell oo 
and me is much pressed for time. 

However mc knows oo wish to hear from me, and there* 
fore write. Me fears it will be some days yet before me 
can come owing to these servants I Send me as me told oo, 
Mr. Massy's address. 

Oo owK Pmps. 

Warren's trial put off till to-morrow. Me sail hear 
about the ** Palace '* to-morrow — ^me has offei-ed £14,000 1 ! 1 
Tell Evans that tho' I gave him with my own hand miy 
pomatum and my tooth powder he never put them up. He 
also forgot my shaving brash* 
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OOXXX. 

To Mbs. L. Bulweb, Woodcot, near Nettlebed, Oxon. 

["PdbMn."— Visit to fit. ones' with Yilliera and * Bow Btnel 

officer.] 

Jan'y 7»*. 1838. 

Darlingest And Dearest, — ^Me is very very sorry to hear 
oa is so ill. Me wishes 00 wonld send for medical advice. 
Doy my own poor dear poodle ! Me will lose no timo in 
hasting to 00 ; but it would be useless and indeed a cruel 
kindness to do so till wo are settled with these servants. I, 
too, have been very ill. I though yesterday night I should 
have died, the pain in my heart was so acute, but I am 
better now — indeed, quite restored. 

I have this day taken the first Vol. of " Pelham '' back 
to Oolbnrn. Saw Forbes— <;i?il and obsequious as usual, 
but evidently think very little of " Pelham." 

Evans did not put up my shaving brush. I shall ride 
down when I i-eturn on my little mare, which will be in 
Town to-night 

I have been seeing after a maid for you and have seen 
two — very likely— one very respectable indeed, has been 4 
or 5 years with a dressmdccr, understands dressing hair, 
wasliing fine linen, etc., etc., very humble and civil and 
willing, very young and never been in service ; the other 
older, about 28, been in service, understands dressmaking, 
etc., but not so well as the other, will officiate as house- 
keeper, and tho' willing to be useful, is rather more fine 
ladyish and less prepossessing than the other. Let me 
know which yon prefer ; one or the other yon mwi have^ 

I am going to-night to write to Bolton Massy, and am 
afterwards going among the thieves and magsmen and 



328 Lord Lytta^is Letters. 

" prigs" of St Giles/* They will foniTsh a soene in my 
next noTel. ViDiers is going, as well as a Bow St offio«r ; 
so we are quite safe. Gtod bless oo, my Poodle. 

OO OWN PUPPT. 

I hope yoa make the little boy keep to the hour I had 
effected before I left, viz. eleven. Is William aboat the 
hunso now P He ought not to be. 



OOXXXI. 

To Mbs. L. Bulwbb, Woodcot, near Kettlebed, Ozon. 

[Domestic^Change of Ministry— the place and chance of Baronetcj 
gone. — Lady Caroline.] 

Jany. 10«. 1828. 

My Darliogest and Dearest, — Thank heayen for your 
letter, which I rec^ this moruing. As for that rascal the 
postman, I only wait till to-morrow to rcceiTO a more 
circnmsfantial acconnt from you, before I complain, which 
I shall do in the strongest manner. 

At last me has got oo a yery nice maid, nnderstands 
dressmaking perfectly, hair dressing and housekeeping. I 
am to enquire her character to-morrow, and if it suits, she 
will come in a week. I haye also got a cook, a French cook, 
a man cook. Now don't frown, dearest ! He will be yery 
economical, and his wages are not more than a woman 
cook's. I regret Miss Landon should leaye just as he 
oomes, the' she is not like Boussean's ''Julie,'* un peu 
gourmande. I haye got your toupie. The Ministers are 
out — Peel is to be Prime Minister, and my place and 
Rironetcy to go to the dcTil. 

If possible (that is, if I get the maid's character in time), 
I will bo with you to-morrow ; if not, certainly on Saturday. 
Of course you will take Miss L. to Beading when she goes. 
I write in the greatest hurry. I haye seen Lady Caroline ; 



Lard Lyttaris Letters. 329 

more of lier when we meet. She is bo dreadf ally^ woefully 
altered. I have seen Hajdon^s picture. 

Tell Miss L. {pfmr de$ raisons) that I have had the offer 
of a peerage. My own darling, don't be angry with me for 
getting 00 a maid— r do it for my sake. She shall make 
all 00 dresses, and save us a world in economy ; besides, 00 
had one before 00 married^ and my Bose is not to lose a 
single comfort with one whose greatest happiness it is to see 
her happy. 

Adieu, My Poodle. 

YouB owisr Pup. 

I have seen Mrs. Dorden, who never ment ns to pay. 

CCXXXII. 

To Mbs. Edward Bulweb, Watlington Park, near Net- 
tlebed. Oxen. 

[" Pe11iam."--Liziard Ck>nDell— '* Sayings and Doiogs."] 

Feby. 2^, 1888. 

My Dearest And Poodle'est, — I write (as usual) in a 
great hurry to save the post. I have seen Pressbury — noth- 
ing done yet ; but I hope by Tuesday all will. 

I saw Oilier to-day ; he speaks (to my great surprise) in 
the highest terms of ** Pelham ** — says nothing has come 
out to equal to it since '' Anastasins " — thinks it will sue* 
ceed greatly — nous verrons I 

No other news as yet. Don't answer Mrs. Blackie's 
letter ; I shall not. Maria is now very anxious to return, 
but of course I shall not retake her. My poor, poor, dear 
Bose ! Me is very, very sorry to hear 00 is ill ; but keep to 
the ether, and I have no doubt you will get rid of the pain. 
W"' is by no means a bad D^, and yon may follow his Pss. 
safely. 

I have commissioned Loaden to see about Lizzard Con- 
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nell, but he thinks it will take all the saxnmer to expedite 
the Bale. '^ Sayings and Doings^ are oat — very good, 
Everybody abuses Leigh Hunt, even Oilier. 

God bless yoa, my darling ; take all care of oo dear aelf, 
and believe in the love of oo own, own, 

P.P. 

CCXXXIIL 

To Mbs. Edwabd Bulwer, Woodcot Honse, Nettlebed, 

Ozon. 

[Oockbnm's M3.— Proposes obtaining tbe Doyle Baronetcy.] 

Peby. 18^ 1828. 

My Darlingcst Poodle, — Me monmed very mnch after 
yon left me, and was exactly like a dog who has lost its 
mistress, all day. Yesterday me dined with y* Gascoignes 
— only W°* and I. I was rather bored, but they were very 
kind and gave us some tolerably good bones. Yesterday 
morning me woke with a wretched cold, and consequently 
stayed in and wrote all the momhig till me went to din- 
ner. 

Me called on Oolbum with Oockburn's MS. the day 

00 left. He was very cool, and almost growled at me, 
upon which me shewed my teeth and the affair finished. 

Me is quite rejoiced to hear oo got down safely, not- 
withstanding the unpleasant journey. Pray write to me 
every day till I come which may be Thursday, and cer- 
tainly Friday at farthest — that is, if I can get a cook. 

To-day Oartis asked me if I knew a Major Fuller, who 
had told him some time since that he was related to the 
Bnlwer family I 

My ear is just the same. I saw Lady Gresley's car- 
riage to-day with Henry behind it I you know what Henry 

1 mean. I also met Piggot to-day, who offered to let me 



Lcrd Lyttofis Letters. 331 

liis place in Sufiolk for 21 years for nothing if I would 
keep lip the plnce anfl manor in good emeet, I am eick of 
the country, tho' I look forward with much pleasure to my 
return to Woodcofc. Me found 00 brushes and will bring 
them with me. Pray darling, what think you of a 
thought that has come into my head ? Sir John Milly 
Doyle is surely tho last pei-son your Uncle would leave his 
Baronetcy to ; Frank is to provide for. It does not sc^em 
to me he has any nearer connection than your husband and 
your children — if so don't yon think it would be worth 
writing to your mother about mo ? She might do what 
me would not — suggest it to Sir John Doyle. Think over 
this well ; it occurred both to W^^ and myself. 
Adieu, my darlingest and dearest I 

OOXXXIV. 

To Mbs. E. L. Bulwer, Woodcot Ilouse^ Kettlebed, 
Oxfordshire. 

[Domeatic Matters.— Sale of Iriah property.— Hiaa Norton.] 

Feb. 29^, 1828. 

My Darlini^ Love And Poodle, — I was too much occu- 
pied about those cursed cooks all day yesterday to be 
able to write to 00^ driving it off till it became too late. 
While I was in the act of discharging one, Cresson made 
his appearance. After many hums and ha's, ho expressed 
his great willingness to re-enter my service. He spoke 
with much respect about 00, and complained of the former 
confusion, changing servants, etc., and of Pressbnry's 
removing the 3 obnoxious parties. Now, tho' I dismissed 
him, negativing his proposal, yet I own to 00 that I should 
very well like to retake him, viz. if it were possible to hope 
for any peace in such an arrangement. Pray think you 
that the kitchen-maid could cook the servants' dinners. 
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and so receiye her orders from Pressbary, and Oresson only 
have to do oars ? whac think you P As it is I have seen 
several cooks, bnt none good nougb — ^they object to Preas- 
bnry's controL I fear I sball be forced to retojm withont* 
and in tiiat case shall leave instrnctioDS to have one sent 
doYVii. I myself shall in all probability come to-morrow, 
for I see no good in staying for my ear ; and the only 
thing which will prevent me is Oockburn's MS. I think 
however, that nnless I see a cook likely to snit to morrow — 
and 80 stay for her character — I shall be certain to come, 
tho' perhaps not before 8 or 9 o'clock, and then we can 
both talk over Cresson, etc. 

Loaden was with me this morning. He has heard 
from Ireland (It is very odd Massy does not write). How- 
ever, I foresee it will be a fnll year, at least, before the 
place is sold. I hope the gardener and wife are no longer 
staying in the house. If oo does not like, my own daiiing, 
to write to oo mother, oo certainly shan't. Mrs. Paynter 
was met by a friend of mine the other night at the Doke 
of Devonsliire's, and thonght prettier than Miss Sheridan 
(now Mrs. Norton), who was also there. I have no other 
news. 

I dine with Gockburn. I begin an injection for the 
ear to-night. Have a bed for the groom, who will come 
with me, and whom I like very well. The great objec- 
tion to Cresson is his not knowing English. That is the 
canse of all the quarrels. 

Ever darling and Poodliest, 

Oo OWK Prps, 
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OOXXXV. 

To Mbs. E. L. Bulwbb, Woodcot, Hoase Nefctlebed, 
Oxfordshire. 

[Ool. Onnsby.— Offer of £1700 for a seat in Parliament.] 

March %b^ 1828. 

My Dearest Poodle, — I am waiting in for Ool. Ormsby, 
tho' I think it very likely he m^y not come, for it is now 
mnoh later than ye time appointed. I have seen Gockbnm^ 
from what I hear there ii no objection to the Boroagh 
itself. Here is Ool. Ormsby. I have had a very satis- 
factory interview with him, and have oflered £1700. He 
is to let me know on Thursday whether it will be accepted. 
Shall we talk to-morrow about it ? I have been to 2 or 3 
places about cooks — ^no news as yet. I shall call on Loaden 
to-morrow. 

No news of any sort in the world. Met Sheridan, who 
seemed much- struck with you. Col. Ormsby is such a 
handsome old fellow. I have been trying to write but can- 
not. I dine with Gockburn to-day ; travelled up in the 
coach with a deaf man and a little boy ; the latter called 
the former '' Uncle Edward/' and tlie former offered me a 
Sandwich and a biscuit, neither of which I accepted. 
Adieu, dearest Poodle I Ood bless oo. Pray say exactly 
how 00 is, and believe in the love of oo own 

Pups. 

Mivart's, Brook St Direct here. 
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OCXXXVI. 

To Mrs. E. L.* Bitlweb, Woodcot House, Nettlebed^ 

Oxfordshire. 

[Raising money for purchase of seat In Parliament.] 

March 27^ 1828. 
My Own Dear Kind Good Angel, — Me does really feel 
for 00 from my heart ; me often thinks that me seems 
indifferent and brutal to oo, bnt me never, never is so, in 
trath and earnest. God bless and keep and makes oo soon 
welly my dearest, dear love. I have been on business the 
whole day. I have seen Lake about the Borough ; he has 
promised to rais the money for me if I wanted. I have 
been to the Bank. I have seen Leaden, who has sanguine 
hope of making a very good title — I have also been after a 
eook, but without success. I think we must take Mc- 
Dowell after all. I am to see her to-morrow. All things 
seem to wear a bright aspect at present, bnt to-morrow in 
all probability will decide about the Boro\ I am then to 
meet the Principal at 1 o'clock at Tom's Coffee House, 
Cornhill I — A person has already started for Sudbury, and 
there is a long account of it in the Times, but I place no 
count as the common people say. Pray tell me all that 
Baily said, and all oo did at Beading, my own dearest, 
darlingest Poodle. There is a lev6e to-day Sheridan has 
gone — I called on him in y« morning : he was dressing and 
looked very well. Adieu. Your more than ever fond and 
devoted and doating 

PCPPT. 

Me dines with Oookbum to-day. Me went to the play 
FREE and saw Obi, 8 fingered Jack 1 



Lard Lyttatis Letters. 335 



OOXXXVII. 

[^6 Borougii gone.— "F^lham '* to be out at Easter.] 

March 28"^ 1828. 
My Darlingesu And Wittiest And Prettiest Poodle, me 
lias only time to write three words, l>tto thank yon for your 
letter, 2ndir to say that it is all oyer — "D — d Boro' is a 
boro d— d,'* S^^^r I possibly may come to Woodcot to-morrow, 
but more probably the next day, which I will let'yoa know 
— I cant find any cook. 

I haye seen year Uncle, it is possible that he may come 
down at Easter ; he looks well. I huye likewise seen Col- 
bum. '' Pelham '' is to be out yery soon after Easter. He 
has promised to send me a copy to-night ; if so me will 
oomo down to see 00 in me's dress coat. 
Eyer yours, 00 

E« L« B. 

coxxxvni. 

["PeUiam.*'— Obiingo of Ministry.— Proposes to write a ''Stinging 
pamphlet.''] 

May 28tfa 1828. 
My Dearest Rose And Poodle, — I arriyed safely at Hen- 
ley — but wet thro'. Howeyer Idried myself by the fire in 
the kitchen, ordered a chaise and reached London at % past 
6. Went to Brookes'. Henry not there; proceeded to 
Oniyen's. Horrid place I but seems cheap ; not there also ; 
left a line for him, and repaired to the Athenssnm to dine ; 
while there Henry arriyed. He looks yery thin, poor fellow. 
He goes back to-night ; he says he came to England because 
my mother was so unwell. She howeyer is now quite recoy- 
ered. Speaks yery bitterly of me and my letters. CPt^t 
Sjfol I the offence is on her side. 
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I find *' Pelham '' taking among the better olanes, bat 
Henry says Colburn spoke coldly of its success. Neverthe- 
less ho pufiFs it greatly. He has now very judiciously 
inserted the extnict from the Literary OazeUe. I can't iis 
ret find out that it is reviewed elsewhere. My Mother hna 
it, and calls it *' very poor/' " Vulger/' "no plot.*' ** S;du- 
thiel " takes. 

The ministry all out, and they talk of Sir Henry Haid- 
ihge and Sir O. Murray composing the Administration* 
Quite a military Government. If it is true I think I shall 
write a most stiuging pamphlet, by the "Author of * Pel- 
ham.' " 

I shall call on Sir J. Doyle probably to*morrow, but am 
not certain. Yon may depend upon seeing mo back by 
Sunday. I long most anxiously to hear from you, all about 
your party, and especially of yonr safe return ; nor, altho' 
my own dearest Poodle is sometimes unjust to me, and 
wounds me more than she or I can express, by doubting my 
love for her, do 1 ever think of her without a fondness and 
tenderness which hereafter she may appreciate more. 
Ood bless oo dearest, 

Oo OWN Pups. 

OOXXXIX. ' 

[Cockburn's fellowship.— Exhibition of Royal Academy.] 

May %^th 1888. 
My Dearest Poodle, — I received your letter safely, 
together with the Flowers, for which me is very mnch 
obliged to oo, and which me has put into my bosom to 
contrast with the^^A ones perpetually springing up there 
for 00 1 ! I Humph ! me sends oo a critique from the 
London Weekly (very unsatisfactory). Admire thehr say- 
ing I succeed better in the comic than the serious I I find 
strangers think '' Pelham " good, but that all my frienda 
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are disappointed. Gockbum (one among the many) has 
got his fellowship. Henry is off to Paris. I had a long 
conversation with "Sir John '* yesterday, who is going to 
the Isle of Wight in a few days. He has promised to 
write to 00. It is very strange and very unlucky about 
Miss Landon's not writing, I now merely stay for Col- 
bum's book and the monthly reviews^ so that yon may be 
sure of seeing me directly I escape. I am longing most 
anxiously and eagerly to hear all about 00 and how 00 got 
home. I feel perfectly unhappy about 00. 

Everybody says there will be no dissolution of Parlia- 
ment. Me dines with Gockbnrn to-day, and after that 
will return to my club to spend the evening. Good-bye, 
darling, God bless 00, 00 own, own booty. Co may call 
me Puppy ! Me has been to the Exhibition ; there is a 
marble bust there of Jerden, and a picture by Miss Ken- 
rick of Lady Gordelia Trevanion, fiery red hair, but a lit- 
tle like Lady G a beautiful picture of " Lady London- 
derry '*; one of Lady Lyndhurst, by Sir T. Lawrence ; also 
one of Valpy Turner, Esq., in a Bengal Suit of Regimen- 
tals ! ! I Your mother has sent me a printed thing from 
the co-operatives. 

A dnughter (Emily Elizabeth) was born at Woodcot on June 27tli, 
1828. Lady Lytton writes, she was not allowed to nurse her child, 
as it would take up too much of her time from attendance on, and 
assistance to, her husband in his literary labours ; it was therefore 
sent out to nurse at a neighboring farm hoaso ; and in consequence 
of the separation, her eyesight became so much injured from weeping 
that she was ordered to tiie seaside by her medical adviser. They 
went to Weymouth on September 19th, 1838. Mr. Bulwer left 
Weymouth, December 18th, and on January 19th, when his wife was 
to leave also, he wrote from London, " How uneasy he is at hei 
long, cold Journey, and site does quite right to set out early in the 
morning, and will be In readiness to meet her at Woodcot at 8 o'clock 
Wednesday, but that she need not hurry on the road, and he would 
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not be uneasy M she did not oome till Thnnday, but will conclode 
the Journey has talcen three days." 

The death of this daughter on April 20th, 1848. from typhoid 
fever, forms another tragic episode in the life of Lady Lytton, as 
will be more fully explained by two letters at the end of this ▼olame. 
one from Miss Katherine Blanch^ (an eye-witnessX the other from 
the Baroness de Hitter, in whose charge Miss Lytton had been 
placed. Miss Lytton died at a small lodging house, 81, Felham 
Place, Brompton, and not at Enebworth, as stated in the daily 
papers 

OCXL. 

Mrs. BuLWERy Woodoot Honsei near Nettlebed, Ozoil 

[Loan of money by his brother.] 

JvXy W^ 1828. 

My Dearest And Darliugest Poodle, — Me longs ardently 
to hear how oo is. Post is jast going out (upon my hon- 
onr literally) I Wm will lend £1000. I hi^vc seen your 
uncle — looks well. Oot the French translation of 
'^Bebel'\f d--d bad. Seen Oolbnrn not decided yet. 
Adieu ! Most affect^. 

YouB Own Pupps. 

Praise in the BbIU Assembhi ; mentioned nowhere else* 
Emily dined with my mother. 

COXU. 

I 

[Colbum.] I 

July 11«^ 1828. 



My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, — Oo lays nothing 
about 00 eye, pray for God's sake tell me. Me has been so 
dreadfully teased you can't think I Golbnrn only offers 
£bOO, but I certainly won't take less than £800, and I have 
had other things too to plague me. Can't get rid of my 
horse. However, all these when we meet. 
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Me is yery sorry to hear about poor Miss Oreene. My 
French master, Jerard, dines with me to-day. Pray for- 
give me for not writing more, me is too late as usnal ! 
Ood bless and keep 00, my own darling darling Bose, and 
pray tell me all about 00. 

OWN, owK, OWN Pups, 

Me sail be back ai 7 on Sunday. 

CCXLIL 

[Pedigree.— Baronetcy.— Raising Money.— Oolbum.—" The Dis- 
owned."] 

Jidy \V^ 1828. 
My Own Darling And Angel Love, — Why — why is me 
so unworthy of 00. Dearest, how me does lore 00 1 Bnt 
00 eye ? 00 does not mention that, me does 00 wish that 00 
would tell me all about % and 00—00 cannot think how 
plagued me has been. Ist of all about de Puppy pedigree ; 
2nd)y, about de Barley, which mo hopes is certain ; Srdly, 
about raising de money, which mo can do ! 1 1 4thly, and 
worse than all put together, that d — d Colbuiii. He has 
offered me various sums, and it now rests in this way £800 
for this, or £900 pounds for this, and this 2nd Edition of 
'' Pclham.*' This is to be decided on this condition — that 
Mr. Oilier may come here and look over one or two pass- 
ages. If he likes them, the bargtiin is to be struck. Noth- 
ing can behave fairer than Oolburn has done. He has 
shewn me that it is quite imposoible for him to afford 
more. Croly got for '' Salathiel '' only £300. I, in my 
turn, was fair, for this proposition about Oilier was entirely 
from me. I own I tremble, but it was right and 
proper that he should not make a great risk for a book 
which I cannot guarantee to him, for I myself am doubt- 
ful about the '^ Disowned.^' ** Never mind I" as poor 
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Lady 0. used to say. Oilier breakfasts here to-morrow, 
and we shall then see what's to be done. 

I hope to be with you on Sanday ev^., but may be 
detained till Moaday. I huYe been to Madam Normaad. 
Sach an imposter ! told me snch lies. 

Dine with W™ to-day at 6. Has not been to Greenwich 
yet. I talked to Ball, the publisher, to-day abont Oockum^a 
book. He tolls me, it is scarcely possible for any book to 
pay the publishers. Comfortable I 

Ood bless yon, my own, own, own darling. 

Zoo Pups and King Boots, Babt. 

OOXLIII. 

[Lawyers.] 

Aug. 14»^ 1828. 

My Own Dear Bose, — I hare seen Wood again, «nd 
believe there is now no doubt of it. I will be down on 
Saturday. Send over on Saturday Morning by the carrier 
to Nettlebed for my books and things. 

Better not have Martha Fawn till Sunday, and try only 
those made dishes she is a certain of making well. Better 
have the soup to try on Friday. Maid Andrew. Oo is a 
sensible Darling about Beinheim ; me has written to Broder 
W"^ for some pocket money, and also to Broder H. Me 
called on Frank to-day and paid him. He is looking very 
well ; promises to see us in Sept^ Your cousins looked 
thin, Fanny quite fallen off, but Di very pretty. I also aaw 
your Uncle, who enquired after you very kindly. 

Adieu, my darling Poodle, me is going to run down to 
de Lawyers, me's very glad I and determined, if^ possible, 
to pay for my toy 

Pups Bart. 

TEey went to Weymouth Sept'. 19"> 1828. 
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OOXLIV. 

Mas. Lyttok BaLWBB, 8> Orescent^ Weymouth. 
[He leases for London-] 

Ahmt Bee. 20"^ 1828. 

My Dearest Bosina And Poodle,— the mail is full, I 
shall therefore take on John and the horses to Blandford 
to-night, and proceed early to-morrow, as far as the horses 
will go : I shall then continue my journey per chaise, and 
reach Town to-morrow night John writes to Harris for 
his things, which will be sent directed to the Athemeum as 
zoan (U possible. There is no rain at all. I send this 
together with my 2 cloaks by the mail cart 

£• L* B. 

I am afraid of writing more for fear my letter should be 
read, but abo^e all be well. 

OOXLV. 

To Mb8. BiTLWiSR, 8, Orescent, Weymouth, Dorsetshire. 
["Pfflham."-*£xpected creation of Peers and Baronetcies.] 

Dee. 23Td. 1828. 
If y Dearest And Darlingest Love, — ^Af ter a long weari- 
some journey on the top of the Magnet Stage I arriyed in 
Town, cold, hungered, and out of curl, about 10 o'clock. 
Immediately wrote to my Mother, but it was too late to 
send the letter. Accordingly, after refreshing the gastric 
jaices with some soup, etc., I looked over the papers and 
reviews. Nothing of any consequence therein except 2 or 
3 violent attacks upon the ^' MS. found in a madhouse,'' 
and notice on the introduction of the '' Disowned," in the 
London Magazine for last month, with a promise to review 
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the T7holo books in January. Thus passed the hours till 
bedtime. 

This morning my letter wont to my Mother! O 
Poodle I She left Town on Saturday night ! was thero 
ever anything more provoking ? However we must make 
the best of things. I have written requesting to see her 
in the most .affectionate manner saying that I will either 
come tu Enebworth [I ! !] or return to Town when she 
does. 

After breakfast, which is a very melancholy operation 
at this news of my Mother's departare, I went to W"^ a 
very handsome house it is. Fine large high rooms. W"* 
the same as ever, and Emily. They were both most kind 
in their enquiries after you, and their regrets at my 
account. They asked me to dine but I would not, and pro- 
ceeded to Colbum's, where I made an appointment to see 
Oilier to-morrow. 

Met Charles Yilliers, who was mighty complimentary 
about *^ Pelham/' and says that the Duchess of Bedford and 
the elite of la Noblesse that he has seen, say that *' he is the 
happiest fellow possible to know the Author P' But (this 
is very good) he added that it is now contradicted in con- 
sequence of the dedication of the *' Disowned,*' of that I 
have as yet heard nothing. At J^ past 8 came Mr. Ward, 
who says the creations are to be 2nd of Jan7 (Friday week.) 

Entwistle who has £40,000 a year, is to be one, and was 
to have bought it for £8000, but does not now. Henry, 
I have not yet seen ; some matrimonial e3q)editiQn is on the 
tapis W'^ says. Your parcel comes safe. Many thanks 
for it. It cost me 358. And now, my own darlingest of 
Poodles and dearest of loves and niceet of little dogs, may 
God bless oo, and take care of oo, and pray my own own 
Poodle, take care of oo darling self, and go oftm to the 
Brownesif they ask you, and keep oat of the wet and above 
all amuse ooself and keep oo q>irits up. I Iiave not a doubt 
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in my own mind that my mother will see me ai Knebtoorth ; 
she went there aaddenly. There has been a quarrel among 
the eerTanU, so we are not the only people plagned. Once 
more 00 own, own, own. 

Asparagus Acorn Pup Bobadil of Boots E 

Wm says he saw Sir Milley ; calls him a strange-looking 
fellow. 

Yoar Uncle is looking amazingly well aocording to Wm* 

COXLVL 

To Mrs. L. Bulwer, Weymouth, Dorsetshire* 

[Review8.--<;iiild*6 illness.] 

Dee. 2Wh 1828. 
'My Dearest And Angelest And Darlingeet Poodle, — 
Many thanks to 00 little note which cost me 6s. : seeing 
that the franks having been opened the postman considered 
it, Tery justly, no longer a grant at dl. 

I bare seen Oilier but we had no talk upon '^ Deyereuz/' 
neither of us introducing the subject. He says however 
that a third edition of the '^ Disowned'' will probably be 
soon called for. So far so good. I have seen a French 
review of '' Pelham '^ in the Revue Eneyclopidique. Such 
a thing I does not praise it much. I have also in a letter 
from JutUen an offer to write in the Bevue at about £5 or 
£6 a sheet. Fancy I I I 

I saw Henry last night. He is looking well ; full of 
plans, etc., and made Pups pay him £20. D — d Bore I I 
am v^ sorry indeed to hear that the child has been ill. I 
shall lose no time in seeing it Do tell me what Mrs. Van 
-says about a nurse, and I will see about Mead. 

I dine at W™'» to-day, and I am writing this before. 
Me is too sorry my own dearest love that 00 darling head 
ached irhea 00 wrote. Do tell me all about 00, and above 
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all 00 be cheerful and happy as it is the only way to make 
WW so. I hope to hear from my Mother to-morrow. 

God ever love and bless oo my dearest dearest Lova 
Oo own 

Pups A A. akd B B, 

/ CCXLVII. 

[Letter from his Mother and reply.] 

' Xmas-day. 

Many Many more happy returns to oo mine own Boae. 
My dearest and darlingest Poodle, thank oo thousand times 
for 00 pretty letter, red and black being as anything between 
us ought to be a mixture of the King Charles and Blenheim. 
After me wrote to yesterday me went to W»* ; Emily was 
too unwell to dine with us, tho' she appeared after dinner. 
Henry favored us with some of his plans, and so passed the 
eyening. This morning came a letter from my Mother 
which I will enclose to oo, knowing my own darling what 
pleasure the kindness of its tone will give you. She does 
not say a word about seeing me, but she evidently will. I 
have not yet answered the letter but shall when I hare 
finished this. 

Emily and W"^ spoke in raptures of oo cap and said it 
was a " Masterpiece of work." I never saw them so warm 
about anything before ! This in return for oo little ling 
account of de Brownes' praises of the ''Disowned"! By 
the way there are in that Examiner you sent me 2 Extracts 
from the ''Disowned" without comment. Me sent oo 
parcel to oo mother yesterday tho' without calling, which 
me sail do before me leaves Town. Me does hope most 
earnestly that oo darling throat is well by this time^ and 
that 00 dines to-day with the Brownes. 

Me should like oo very much to go to the Theatre if oo 
is well^ and if the Brownes go, but not to risk oo darlin/s: 
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chest He dined solitarily with W>> and Emily to-day. 
Me sail now leave off till mo has written to my mother. 

Me hoB done that now, and written as you may suppose 
such a one as my Mother's present letter really merits. 
Meanwhile I shall remain in Town till she returns. And 
now my own darling God love and bless you. Take care of 
00 dear self and believe me most fondly and gratefully 00 
own 

Pups. 

Direct in future to Graven St., Strand (Graven Hotel). 
Open my letters and send only those needful. 



GCXLVIII. 

To Mrs* Bulwsb, Weymouth, Dorsetshire. 

[No news.] 

Btc. %Uh 1828. 

My Own Dearest Love And Poodle, — It gives me the 
greatest concern to hear your chest still continues to pain 
you. I think it must be 00 naughtiness in fretting. What 
did you put to your back ? I hope it was the plaster — let 
me know. 

It is unfortunate yon did not send the letter from the 
Military OfSce. Lose no time in doing so, and send it with 
a paper or two of Eirklandy's that I may apply for my % 
pay. 

I am very much vexed to think our child has had a cold. 
I will get away to see her soon as possible, and will take care 
she has everything she can possibly want. She shall come 
home, the instant we do, and I will speak myself to Mrs. 
Van about the wet Nurse. I dined yesterday with William 
but there is no news : but I have heard 4 pieces : — 1st, that 
Sir GharlcB has got an appointment in India where he is to 
go shortly. I don't know whether his family go. 2nd, 
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Pel] J WALts to be married in Indift to a giri who has iBSOO 
a year, bnt his father won't oansent nnleas he has moxe. 
Srdljy Ben lires in Qloster Flaoe« 4thly, Lord Perciyal 
is married to the daughter of a foreign Coant. 

And now my own deareat, dear^t love me haa only one 
word to say — abont a little present which will go down to 

00 to-morrow' morning by the Magnet, and which you had 
open by ooself^ without Mary^ in case oo wauted to have 
any of oo collars made elsewhere. Me is very mach 
grieTcd to send oo so little, but me know oo wonld scold me 
too much if me sent more. My own dear Bose, my own 
noble loYO, I do from my heart wish that I conld in any 
better way pour out my fceliugs to yon, that I could express 
how deeply I feel your generous, devoted, self-sacrificing 
nature, your dear, dear cheerfulness at all privations, or the 
great debt of gratitude I owe you for the only re€U happi- 
ness I have ever enjoyed. May God bless you for this tho' 

1 cannot ; may you have health and spirits to find some 
pleasure in what I sent you, which are not worthless, 
because they are made valuable by warm and grateful 
wishes. And which you will not be sorry or angry that I 
have sent you, when you know the exceeding pleasure it has 
given me to select and send them. 

Mention them each individually and tell me how you 
like each — and which you like best. I know how few of 
your real wants I have supplied, but since I have had the 
selfish pleasure of providing for a few of them I will leave 
yon, my own generous darling, the more nobli pleasure of 
sacrificing the others to me. Bless oo and restore oo soon 
to health, and may oo look more beautiful than ever in oo 
new ribbons. 

Oo OWK, OWN Pirps. 

London, — Oo silk stockings and gloves I get elscwhero 
and will bring with me. Mention each article that I may 
know all hove reached oo. 
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OCXLDL 

To liBS. E. L. BuLWBR, Weymouth^ Doraiisfaire. 
[Letter from Us mottier.^PofCponement of *' Creation.'^ 

Dec 27th 1827. 
My Dearest and Darliogest Poodle^ — 

Mo is very sorry 00 could not road my mother's letter 
— it would have pleased 00. I have received another to*day» 
from which I make the following extract, which I do, 
solely because you can't read the writing. I copy Verba- 
tim, dashes and all, first premising that in my letter to her 
I hod Sivid that the part of her letter for which I felt most 
gnitefnl was relitive to yon : — '' I oan now only add that I 
most truly and feelingly sympathise with you respectiug 
your wife, and hope she may yet find benefit from the 
prescription I sent, which is i-eckoned particularly strength- 
ening to the nerves of the eyes. — ^" She says besides that 
she cannot come to Town till the end of next week or the 
beginning of the one after. This is a great bore, as 1 do 
not wish to sti^ so long in Town, and therefore think I 
may run down to you again for a day or two : but this is 
nnccrtiiin. At all events I shall go down and see the child, 
in the meanwhile, and would go to-morrow night, were it 
not for those cursed cooks, whioh is now my sole business of 
importance. 

I have just parted from Lord Wallscourt, who talked in 
raptures of '' Pelham.'' I believe it is the only book he 
has read since ho left school. I have since heard the 
Baronets are again put ofF, but the Peers come out on 
Friday. I shudder to say there is to be an enormous batch 
of Btft&— 16. I hope you will have the things before you 
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receive this. I hope you will like the oloak and shawl : 
they are hoth French, and there is not another of either in 
London. The old style of cloaks like Miss Browne^s is 
entirely oat^ and nobody wears yelvet bonnets. Two of the 
dresses, the blue merino and the cerise-coloured silk, I 
think ugly^ but they are so much the rage, that I was 
persuaded into having them. 

I have sent you another little Xmas box by the mail, 
which I ment to have given you with my own hands, but 
as I am delayed and you might like to have it in time for 
the Meades, I send it to-night, and shall be happy, my own 
darling love, if oo like it. 

Ood ever love and bless oo, my own dear darling love. 

PP. AA. BB, 

Tell John (and see that he does it) that the horses are 
to be separately exercised, an hour a day eaoh« You will 
send the military papers enclosed to Fitzgerald and directed 
to me at the AthensBum. 

COL. 

To Mas. BiTLWBB, Weymouth, Dorsetshire. 

[Domestic.] 

Dee. 28/A, 18S8. 

My Own Dearest And Darlmgest Poodle, — I have not 
a moment for the post, but will write one line, to say oo is 
a darling and me is much obliged for oo letter ; Oopy 
Harris's letter verbatim, with the date of the charge. 
Mell write oo a long letter to-morrow. 

t EvsB 00 owK Pups. 
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COLL 

To Mbs. Bulweb, Weymontfa, Dorsetshire. 

[Presents.— Domestic— Removal to St. James's Place.— Opinions of 
the*' Disowned."] 

Dw. 29M, 1828. 
My Own Dearest Dear Loyo, My Own Prettiest 
PoodIe^-*I do own that I was wrong in sending you the 
chain ; it was too selfish in me, bat I really could not help 
it. It does give me sach pleasure to fancy I can get you 
anything yon want, that it is not possible always to resist 
it even tho' I know my own darling love, that it gives 00 
more pain for the moment than pleasure ; but 00 is not 
always to be the victim of 00 own self-denying and noble 
nature ; and since I am cold and cross in manner, and 
cannot therefore always express to 00 how much, how 
deeply, how dearly, I love you, I cannot but take a more 
imperfect and less worthy method of doing so, and this my 
own dearest Bose Poodle must be my excuse. I am too 
happy to think you like the things. The shawl is only a 
French cachemire, but I thought the colours pretty and 
new. I did not see the bonnet : is it well made and does 
it become 00 ! Let me know whether the two plain hand- 
kerchiefs are fine, nearly as much so as the others, and 
what they aught to have cost each. They persuaded me 
that those two were bargains I Which of all the four do 
yon like best ? Is the Chantilly veil really good, and is it 
long enough ? I merely sent the collars because of the 
cuffs, which seem new and pretty. Is the chain long 
enough? I thought not. They will make it longer if 
you like, and is it thick enough ? or too thick ? 

Me '\% very glad 00 had 1^ kind letter from 00 Mother I 
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yet J. Me shall call in a day or two. Me has been seeing 
aboat cooks: not one that will do has yet appeared. 
Directly I have found one I shall go to see oar child^ 
whom I hope to find quite well, and like oo. 

Yon have by this time I suppose seen the Examiner of 
yesterday ; desperate blow 1 It is the unkindest oat of 
all. In case you have not seen it, I shall only say that it 
says that they " have read it through very attentively, and 
have not found a single thing to interest them, from the 
Ist page to the last." That ^the characters are stoney 
aud forced '': in short — 'Hhat it is a failure/' but still 
confirms the impression made upon them by ** PelhaBi " 
viz., that it was written by a man " eminently enlightened 
aud accoplished.^' I must own it has hurt me because it 
is evidently written in kindness, and shows the opinion of 
clever men well disposed to do me justice. 

Campbell has returned to Town : I called yesterday, but 
he was out : I shall again soon. 

Finding the '' Craven'' very uncomfortable, and that I 
shall have to stay some time in Town, I have moved into 
lodgings, where you will direct my letters in futare : 5, St. 
James's Place, St. James's St., London, and yon will send 
by the '' Magnet," not the mail, as that is dearer, my 
brown cloak, &c., and all the MSS. of my new novel 
^^Doverenz," together with the calf-skin crUhhook and 
with all the books about Peter the Great, even the Library 
Books on that subject, and the Volume on Voltaire. If 
my portmanteau is at Weymouth, they may as well come 
'in that, only first have it carefully mended np in the lock 
and at th^ side which is torn. If the portmanteau is not 
there, send them as yon like, only be eure that the MSS. 
come safe and are not torn or hurt. If the portmanteau is 
there, it may as well be fitted up with all my things that it 
will hold, as will save room by«aad-by, but not unless the 
portmanteau is there, as I d<m't waiH; -anything more than 
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I have, «nd they nught gel lost here. By-the-bye, I boaght 
a few tbingB for Woodcot, places^ dishes, &c.> a sort of 
broken^np Bervioe, very plain, bnt I think usefal, for 35 
shillings, at a sale at Wedgewood's. 

Ko news here, God bless oo, my own, own darling 
Poodle. 

Ever 00 own, own, ownest 

AA. BB. ft PP. 

I open my letter to say that when yon send those things, 
let me have also any key yon may have by whioh I can get 
at Snd lam's bill, and write me instmctions how to get it. 
Sarah has no key at all ; W"^ has it. 

CCLII. : 

To Mrs. Bulwbr, Weymonth, Dorset, f 
[Domestic] 

Dec. 80M, 1828. 

My Dearest, Dearest, Loved Poodle, — Oo is too, too bad 
to go on haiping about those things, when 00 knows that 
they are not half, literally half, so many as 00 ought to 
havo had. Oo only has six morning and four eyening 
dresses sent 00, and me onglit to have sent 00 donbk ! 80 
no more or me will I The Chain I allow was selfish in me ; 
the rest were absolute necessaries for 00 my own darling. 
God bless, love, and give 00 every thing to make 00 enjoy 
them. 

Me went thia morning to Gampbelli who was very civil 
to enquire after you : 1 did my best to be agreeable; as 
*^ Pelbam '' would add, '' to desire is to succeed.^' I then 
went to 00 Uncle's, very curt he was too ! talked much 
about the ** Disowned,'^ which he had evidently read (more 
than I suspected), and the criticism in the Examiner did 
not appear to influence him as much as I had supposed. 
He enquired most kindly after 00, and said 00 mother was 
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much affected by oo illness. I asked whether I could see 
her P He says he thinks so, but I will sound her. He wae 
more cordial than I have ever known him. Just as I was 
leaving. Sir Milly entered. Upon my word he is a very 
fine, tall, stout, handsome fellow, but looks, er^rt nous, a 
little plebian, but much better than I had expected. 

I sball another day call on Ben and report thereon. 
Sir John looks amazingly well, and says he does not think 
there is much trath in Sir G.'s appointment. Perhaps he 
is a little sore there ! 

Now for the cooks ! I have seen two, and don't know 
which to choose. I do really like them both ; I have 
explained all things and shall decide to-morrow. They 
both insist on sitting in the housekeeper's room, and I 
think it is right they should. I think, to say the truths 
that it will be better to go to Woodcot sooner than we had 
first intended, for as it would be useless to see my Mother 
only once, and the whole is to strike while the iron's hot^ 
I may stay in Town a week after her return, and so per- 
haps it would be scarcely worth while to go down to Wey- 
mouth again. Let me know year real wishes on the sub- 
ject : 

Meanwhile, don't have in coals, hay, corn, etc., more 
than we want immediately, and tell Thomas that yon may 
leave in about ten days, because of the lodgings. I write 
this, as usual, in haste. Me is most really and fondly anx- 
ious to see 00 again, and am, most affect^, oo own, own 

PP. AA. BB. 

They say at Colburn's that they expect the next Quar- 
ierly will review me. 200 \marh8 of hisses]. God bless 
00, my ever dear, dear. Queen Bee. Me will see oo palace. 
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OOLm. 

To Mbs. Bulweb, Weymouth, Dorsetshire. 

[War OflBoe.] 

Ltc. 31«f, 1828, 
My Dearest, Dearest, Darling Poodle,— It is very late 
and I have only time to wiite a line. Will 00 ask Trow- 
bridge to give me a medical certificate stating that I am in 
the enjoyment of good health, in order to send to the war 
office, and then forward it to me as I know no Dr. in 
TownP 

I will write at length to-morrow. In the greatest haste, 

00 own 

Pups. 

CCLIV. 

To Mbs. BuLvnsR, Weymonth» 

[Interview with Mrs. Wbeelcr.] 

Jauy \%i, 1829. 
My Dearest, Darlingest Poodle, — As usual, I am much 
pressed for time, and propose, if I can get a place in the 
mail, going to Beading to-night In the first place Emily 
is safely delivered of a boy. They won't let me see it, but 
W^ says it has a very high nose. After congratulating 
W™, I went to your uncle, and with him repaired to your 
mother who had fixed to see me at at % past 2. I think 
she is looking tolei-ably well. She was desperately wise 
and a£Fected, but has asked me to meet a Mr. Skene on 
Sunday Evens ; on that day I am to dine with your Uncle. 

1 like her less this time than I did at first. This morning 
I decided on a cook. I like her much. She lived with a 
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family I know — ^whcre they give many dinners. I am to 
write for her character to-night. Oo parcel come safe this 
morning. Many thanks for it oo darling, and oo pretty 
candles, and oo perfume. 

I am glad to hear so good an accoant of the child, bat 
a little dismayed by the repeated attacks on the house. 

I hope I may get down to-night, but I don't think it ao 
likely as to-morrow. 

Me is in a desperate haste, but me has told oo all the 
news me thought likely to please yon. Ever most fondly^ 

Oo OWK, owir B . 

COLV. 
To Mas. BuLWEB, Weymouth, Dorset 

[Dinner at Sir 0. Doyle*s.— Letter from his Mother.— ScttleBeDt 
respecting the Baronetcy.] 

Jany. 6th, 1820. 

My Dearest and Darlingest Poodle, — ^I din'd yesterday 
with your Uucle : Henry, Sir Charles Bentineck, his 
brother-in-law, Mr. Viyian, and a Col. D'Aguilar, Author 
of *' Sedney's Lettera about L* Byron,*' made the party ; 
the last was asked to meet me. '' Congenial Spirits '' as 
your Uncle justly observed ! Me had some very good wine 
and a very pleasant evening. From thence I went to your 
Mother where I found Mr. Skene and another qu^er look- 
ing creature, I believe a Surgeon or Apothecary. Kr. 
Skene was very eloquent and seems a clever man, but as you 
rightly say, a great freethinker. I a little startled them by 
observing that I thought tbe soul was immortal : Mr. 
Skene obligingly implied sometime afterwards that it was 
but natural he should know more on those subjects than I 
did — but I might oxcell him upon others I I got away as 
soon as I could. 

This morning come oo darling letter. Oo did very 



Lord LytUnis Letters. 355 

right about Mr. Trowbridge. Don't decide aboat Wood- 
cot^ but hold yourself in rediness to start sooner — as soon 
indeed as the 16tk — ^for I think it better to wait till I see 
my mother before wo positively fix anything. I received a 
very handsome letter from her to-day, bnt saying ''she vnU 
see me if I wisli/^ so I suppose this week will oertaiuly 
witness that meeting. Therefore don't decide. If you do 
wait at Weymouth 111 come down, if not, it will be the 14th 
before I can leave Town, and would therefore be useless. 
I dine with W™ to-day, and Sir Charles has asked me and 
Henry to go in the evening : W°^ said he was then writ- 
ing to yon. 

Mc is yery glad 00 poor darling that the tea lessened the 
pain, and I am sure all will be right soon. Well, after 
reading 00 letter, me went to call upon Sir Charles as he 
wished to shew me his4iouse, which ho wanted to persuade 
me to take ; then I Eaw Silvia who is looking handsomer 
than I ever saw, tho' a little coarse in complexion. Lady 
Doyle was very civil and very fine, and said fiath was a 
horrid place. She has just come from there and is going 
to Brighton. Thenoe I went to Lakes the lawyer, and told 
him to get a definite settlement of the Baron^r as I would 
not take it at all unless I had it by a certain day. From 
him I went to IloareX when Mr. CoUison gave mo the 
watch and told me that Mr. Charles Hoare was delighted 
with " Pelham.^' Mr. Charles Hoare himself oamo out and 
spoke to me for the first time in his life, and was very 
polite. 

Do you know darling I feel a great desire to come 
to Town. One may get a most beautiful house for 
£350 a year. I saw one in Bolton St. with the prettiest 
Boudoir in the world, — blue and gdd. I forgot to say I 
saw Frsink (JunJ) at your Uncle's; he is prodigiously 
grown and is exactly like Di. I am going to call on him 
and Bentinck to-morrow> as also upon Mrs. West, who says 
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in her letter about the cook, that ehe is coining to Town 
and never gives written characters, if she can help it. I 
fear this looks bad for the cook I I confess I shonid not 
like to look out for another. 

Poor old Dinzel is dead — died about 7 months ago. Sir 
Thomas Beynall is, I hear, to huTe a Begiment News for 
Miss Brown I ACe is too glad if oo likes oo collars ! Me 
sees such pretty things me does long to buy oo ! God bleat 

00 darling. 

Oo owiif, OWN Pups. 

I wrote yesterday to Mrs. Van forbidding the child go- 
iug to Beading. Monday. 

CCLVL 

To Mes. Bulweb, Weymouth. 
[Domestie^Proposed intenriew with liis Mother.] 

Jany. 7* 1829. 

My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, Mine Own Own 
Love, — I was very sorry to send you so short a letter yester- 
day ; but really had not time to write more. The night 
before last Henry and I went to Sir Charles. We saw the 
Miss OtMeys, their Mother, and a Miss Mitchell ; they 
asked much after you, and Sir 0. wanted me to take his 
house. No news transpired. 

Yesterday I saw Mrs. West : I will tell you the character 

1 received when wo meet, it is very satisfactory, and I have 
engaged the woman from next Wednesday — this day week. 

Now as to leaving Weymouth, — I think the best day 
would be Monday week, 18th, and I will goto Woodcot the 
same day so as to receive you on Tuesday, unless you like 
to make three days of it, and beat Woodcot on Wednesday, 
this as you like. If you do decide on leaving Monday, send 
John with the horses on Saturday, so that he may be at 
Woodcot on Tuesday ; meanwhile got in all the bills : 
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Fooke's, the TaiIor*8, the Lodgings, eto. ; send me a copy 
of each ; mention the items of the Tailor^s, and let me 
know if you have any money left so that I may see what to 
send yon. Whatever day you fix for starting John mast go 
4 days before. If yon arrive on Tncsday the cook shall come 
on Thnraday. By-tbe bye, I could not tell her about your 
washing : she wants the kitchen-maid to do it. Sbo seems 
very hnmble and obliging (Pray Ood it may continne) and 
will arrange with yon whatever is reasonable. 

Thank you for Mrs. C.'s letter : so like people, civil 
when you have become above their civility I I am glad you 
like going out : but confine yourself to the lest people and 
always enquire their characters before you go ; I don't like 
Mrs. Brushelct's having been at Paris. 

I hope I may remember about Dinzel. Wm misdirected 
your letter to Brighton and has written to the Postmaster 
to forward it. I received a letter this morning from my 
Mother who came to Town last night. She has appointed 
to see me on Thursday at 3 o'clock. I rather dread it ! In 
her letter from Eneb worth she informed me that a parcel 
had been sent there for me, which she would bring to 
Town. This morning she sent it ; I opened it, and out 
dropped— can you conceive ? — the Bulkely Case ! It had 
been sent to Enebworth with a most curious letter to my 
mother, which certainly looked as if Miss Bulkely and I 
*' had kept company'' as the servants say I Pleasant 1 

Did I tell you that Oolbum o£Ferod me twenty guineas 
« sheet for the New Monthly f Now a sheet in that Maga- 
zine is a yery long thing ! What would you advise P I 
3annot get any certain news from Word, and almost hope 
ihe thing won't take place. 

Good-bye Darling, Ood bless oo« 

Oo OJfK OWK PVPS. 
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COLVII. 

To Mrs. Bulwbb, Weymouth. 
[BfcetiDg hU MoUier.] 

Jany 8M 18M. 

Mj Dearest LoTe, — ^I am writing tliis at Andr6*8y the 
hatter, not having time to get elsewhere to «aye the poBi. 
I bare seen my mother^ and oTerything baa been much 
better than I could have expected. She enquired v«ry 
kindly after you and our child, and in short I have uothrng 
to complain of. I am to see her at 7 to-morrow even* 
again. God bless oo, my own 

P— A. A. 

This moment come from my mother, where I stayed 
from 8 to 10 minutes before 6. 

CCLVIII. 

To Mrs. Bulwer, Weymouth* 

[Further particulars.— Present for the child.— The Baronetcy.] 

Jany. ^ihy 18^9. 
My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, — 

I hope you received my short and harried letter yester- 
day. Well I I went to my Mother's, and was received 
very civilly and coldly. We talkeil for the most part on 
indifferent subjects, and at last hit on the critical one, I was 
as eloquent as I could be, and made more impression than I 
could have hoped. She then adverted to '^Pelham,'' and 
spjke with some acrimony of MY having therein said ** old 
women, were not human.'' However, she said it was 
extremely clever, and seemed to like it better than the 
" Disowned.'' She then asked after your eyes, and spoke 
about the child. I told her yon ha^l been down to see it, and 
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then she asked me to take the watch as a present for the 
child. Of course I would not do that I She then^ just as 
I was going, spoke about the quantity of '* Sirs '' there was 
among the DoyleSy and said, '^ why I heard the other day 
that you were to bo one I Only think how absurd. '^ '^ I 
beiioTO it is in contemplation to make me one/' said I 
guardedly ; '^ I shall know in about a montli.'^ I then 
turned the subject, and asked when I should see her again, 
and sho fixed 7 this erening. She is looking well, which 
gaTO me as you may suppose great pleasure. 

Yon mistake darling ; me is very glad you went to Mrs. 
Bridale's. Let us fix the 18th for your leaving Weymouth ; 
the objections to it continue, but are, I think, outbalanced 
by other advantages. I shall therefore expect you at 
Woodcot the 20th. 

Directly I hear the amount of the debts, I will send 
jou a Bank Post Bill. Me is very glad you got the things 
for the child ; pray sec that she wants nothing. This 
reminds me of a commission you can do for me, which is to 
buy yourself 6 Collars ! I have been to several places 
here and T see nothing new, nor to my eyes is there any 
di£Ference between those priced at 28. lOd. and those at 
6s. 6d. I shall therefore be forced to leave it to you, 
employing you my own darling, only to buy such as are 
really good and handsome : I need not say you must do it, 
for I gjye yon my honour, thai if your ntxt letter does not 
.contain the assurance upon yaur honour that you have 
bought them, I will go to Howell and James's and get tne 
dearest I can buy I 

Will you give my best compti to Mr. Trowbridge and 
say that I am very sorry to trouble him twice, but that the 
paper should have designated me as Edward Oeorge Lytton 
Bulwer, and I must therefore request another. 

I saw Golburn to-day, but nothing took place. I think 
it quite desirable to get rid of Woodcot and go a little into 
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Society. I am only in donbt whether to go to London t^ 
to Brighton, at which latter there is excellent company, 
but I think Town on the whole preferable. 

I hare not seen William's child yet ; it has not smiled 
once since its birth, tlie Nurse says it is the gravest Baby 
she ever saw ! You bare no idea how W™ congratulates 
himself on so favorable a sign I 

My Mother said Emily, *' That she was very iuoScn- 
sive, very lady-like/' very commonplace, and without any 
troublesome superflnity of heart, intellect, or feelinji^! 
By-the-bye, I have seen the translation of " Pelham," it is 
very well done, it is iu one of the French Reviews : it is 
taking greatly abroad. No news here. Write word how 
00 darling eye is, and how 00 chest is, God ever love, and 
bless you, my own, own, own Poodle. 

Be sure not to forget the Oollars : I must have the 
thing done, or take the consequences. 

CCLIX. 

To Mrs. Bulwek, Weymouth, Dorset. 

[To leave Weymouth. — Seen bla Mother again.] 

Brookes', Jany. 10//i, 1839. 

My Dearest, Darlingest, And Angelest of Poodles, My 
Own Pearl, Dear Love, — Me is so very very unhappy to 
het^ 00 has been so ill and never to tell mo too ! Pray, 
pray, for God's sake get ooself wine and everything 00 
wants, if you would not make me quite wretched ! Pray 
tell me in 00 next that 00 has got ooself wine and all things 
else. 

Me will go down to Hoare's to-morrow and send 00 a 
Post Bill to pay 00 debts, etc. Let it bo 20^ as you say ; 
me will not forget the frocks. 

I saw my Mother last night. She was very cold, but 
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certainly kind ; me talked mnch on household mattera, but 
I got no hints worth following. 

Sir Walter Waller's house is to be disposed of ; I am to 
have all particulars in a day or two. Me wishes me had a 
nice house in Town. That odious Woodoot ; how I hate 
it! 

I am to see Wm« child to-morrow. My mother enquired 
much after you ; I am to see her again to-night. Pray 
don't write such long letters to me to hurt 00 darling 
eyes— a line to say 00 is well is all I want. God ever love, 
and bless, and keep, and presenre my own dearest, dearest 
love. 

Oo OWN Puppy. 

My mother did not kiss me, and says I am looking 
shockingly, so thin and so changed 1 

OOLX. 

To Mrs. Bulweb, Weymouth. 

[Domestic matters.] 

My Darlingest And Dearest Poodle, --1000 ImatlcB of 
Tdssesl for 00 nice long letter. Be sure 00 writes me word 
that 00 has got 00 collars, and don't buy shabby ones, 
because that is always money thrown away ; and it only 
renders 00 other clothes good for nothing, when 00 has one 
shabby thing on. Me would not advise 00 to have all 00 
clothes made up yet because of the fashions ; those two 
plain bands by way of flounce at the bottom are quite gone 
out. I think Trowbridge's bill very dear. I don't object 
to the others. 

I have been to Hoare's and ordered 2 postbills to be 
sent you to-morrow, one for £100, the other for £50 — in all 
Jtl50. Spend as little of of it as 00 can, as I have had 
come dreadful bills, and haye paid Henry £100. Don't 
send the penny, Mi-s. Poodle ; 'tis the housewife's fee, and 
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me shall be Bui-e to lose it. Sir "W. Scott praised " Pel- 
ham ** very mnch to Sir 0, Warrenden the other day. 

I think I have decided on leaving Woodcot ; there is 
plenty of time. Yon may be snre I spoke of oar child 
what I think — which is that she is now very pretty, bat I 
really do not see why one is to love her more or lees npon 
that account. Your Uncle says Gten' Browne is veiy 
unpopular^ is crusty and obstinate, I don't know the 
phrase. I shall call on Sir Charles before I leave Town, 
but do not expect to see him. Sir Pobert Wilson is now 
writing me a frank for Mr. Parkinson, to whom I hare 
written rather a scolding letter. The Quarterly Review is 
to be out on Saturday, so we shall soon see whether they 
mention the " Disowned,** God ever love and bless you, my 
own dear dear love. 

CCLXI. 

To Mrs, E. L. Bulwer, Weymouth, Dorsetshire. 
[Town houses. —The Baronetcy.] 

Jany. IZth 18^. 
My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, — 

Me din'd yesterday with my mother, but nothing worth 
mentioning occurred. She continues cold. 

I have been looking after kennels all day. Between 
you and me I think the only place we can go to is Caven- 
dish S^. One may have a house there for about £400 a 
year : bouses in Berkeley S^. £900 not near so good, and in 
tliis side of Oxford St. you have no idea what poor houses 
you get for £400 a year. I saw Diana and Fanny to-day, 
they arc looking very well and enquired much after yen. 
Sir F. has just come to Town, but I did not see him : after 
I left them I went to see W™» child ; it is certainly very 
plain and had an extremely ugly mouth and upper lip, bot 
blue eyes, and is a fine large one. Mr. Word was with 0^0 
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to-day and says the Peers are to be next Friday ; people 
very generally know tbafc I am to be made a Bart., even 
strangers mention it ; but it does not seem to be known in 
what manner I get it, and I suppose therefore thai it trans- 
pires thro' the offices. 

Ton do right to send off the horses on Saturday, to be 
at Wood cot on Tuesday. I will send the books on Friday 
or Saturday ; there are two wm at Weymouth belonging 
to Thomas which I wish to buy if possible— <me for about 
33., and one for about Is. 6d«, but not more, for they are 
not worth more. These two are the translation of '' Plato,^ 
2 Vol., 3s., and *'Sedley's Works" lor Is. 6d. You can 
therefore ask Thomus if be will sell them, and if so what 
for. Be sure to look CAREFULLY that nwM of the books 
belong to Saunders and Ottley are sent by mistake to 
Thomaa Send back those news-papers (The Globe) to 
BusseFs. 

Bemember me kindly to the Brownes, and say all that 
is pretty to them for both of us. 

God loTO, bless, and keep 00, my own dearest love. 

Pups. 
CCLXIL 

To Mas. BuLWEB, Weymonth, Dorset. 

[Town houses.] 

Jany. 14/A 1829. 
My Dearest, Darlingest, And Poorest of Poodles, — I am 
most truly astonished at your not haying heard from me ! 
I wrote to you and put the letter into the letter box at 
Brookes' as usual, and I earnestly hope that you have 
received it by this time, as it would be too bad to have our 
letters miscarry. I am positive as to the fact of having writ- 
ten the letter and put it into the box. Henry says there are 
one or two instances in his knowledge of this having hap- 
}>ened at Brookes', and I will therefore never send my 
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letters from there again. I have been looking after honses 
again, and I have seen a most charming one in Cavendish 
Sqnare, which I think will suit us exactly: a beautiful 
stair-case, statues in the hall, capital drawing rooms, and 
beautiful furniture. I dare say it might be had for £400 a 
year. 

I have written by this post to Sarah to have everything 
ready at Woodcot for us. I shall go there on Monday 
night : I have also written to Bhodes not to forward any 
more letters after Saturday. 

I saw my Mother again last night. She was kinder 
than usual, I spoke to her about coming to us, but it won^ 
do yet. You have no idea how coolly she takes my talking 
about houses in Cavendish Sq., etc. : does not seem the lea^t 
surprised I She said last night that she had heard the Miss 
Doyles were so well brought up, so respectable, would make 
each goad wives. In England to be cold is to be respect- 
able, and nothing makes or is supposed to make such good 
wives as that stuff which has the least heart in it My 
Mother, after asking me about Mrs. Wheeler, said that I 
ought to expect from yon the greatest return of affection. 
I said it was impossible for any one to love me better — (Is 
that true Bose ?) and ritj Mother seemed affected, and 
enquired a good deal about yon. 

I dine with W°^ to-day and go to a party at Fizgersdd's 
in the evening. Pray say if you have received the money, 
£150. Me hopes 00 has got both my letters by this time 
and that 00 mind is easy about me. Ood ever love, 00 my 
own darling Poodle. 

Pup. 
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coLxra, 

To Hbs. Bulweb, Weymouth, Dorset. 
[His Mother's kind enquiries.] 

Jany. 15M, 1829. 

My Own Dearest Love, — I am so very very sorry that 
you were such a darling as to fret ooself about me ; another 
time 00 may be snre tliat all is safe when I am silent. I 
should be too miserable if it were at all my fault your mis- 
sing my letter I This day, my own darling, came 00 beauti- 
ful, most beautiful, present ; it is really too pretty for me, 
and I only feel unhappy that it does net belong to 00, that 
it is most useful to me, and a thing that me has once or 
twice thought of buying, bui never could see anything half 
in 'such good taste I and 00 dear little pencil-case is 
worth all. 

As to Mrs. Van, let me know what you think best to 
give her ; I have thought myself that the best would be a 
work-box ; I can get one like youra, only a little smaller, 
and blue instead of yellow, for about £3 IDs. Kext to that 
I think a gold thimble with a few stones in it, or a little 
case containing silver scissors, thimble, bodkin, etc. All 
come to about the same price. Let me know which you 
l>refer, and which yon think will tell the most. I think 
something useful would be better than jewellery, unless the 
jewellery was costly. Oilier has been with me all the morn- 
ing, and wants to buy my next book now — I have not come 
to any terms. I have also on 2nd thoughts refused to write 
for the New Monthly, tho' he has offered me 40 guineas a 
sheet : reasons when we meet. Oo silver penny me will 
keep as the apple of my eye ; 00 has no idea how bootif ul 
00 case of tablets is, nor what pleasure it gave me to receive 
them I I was with my Mother last night : She was very 
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kind^ and I implored her to come and see ns : she will not 
now, but I think when she lias seen you in Town, she vnH. 
She said that she heard both your eyes had been attacked, 
and that if it had been so, she would have offered you ami 
me to lire with lier, as she conid not bear your being depend- 
ent on servants. As if 00 ever could while Pups lived ! 
God ever love, bless, preserve, and make 00 thoronghly 
happy, my own noble-hearted, bootiful Queen Bee, and 
my still dearer, nicer, and prettier Po«'dle, 

P. P. A. A. 

I do so long to see 00 ! — Yesterday week we shall 
meet 1 If you see anything to suit Mrs. Van for abont X3 
or so you hod better buy it. I think a workboz a good 
idea, bat you know best. I saw Mrs. Skinner at Pit«- 
gerald's last night, she said she should be very happy to 
visit us, and that Miss Landon was coming to her next 
Thursday. 

OCLXIV. 

To Mrs. E. L. Bulweb, Weymouth, Dorsetshire. 

[Jealousy of Child.] 

January 16M, 1829. 
My Own Dejirest, Dear Love, My Own Qneenest Of 
Bees,~Oois too great a darling to send the asparagna, 
which me found last night on coming from my mother's. 
I sent it to her this morning with 00 note, I really do 
firmly trust that she will very soon know, value esteem, 
admire, and respect 00, as me does. As to doating on 00 
and idolizing 00, that nobody can do but me ! Nobody, 
dearest, not even 00 child I And now I am on that sab- 
ject, let me say one word, and make one favour, which is, 
that whenever 00 is vexed with me, 00 will not go ont 
from me to our child ! Do not say, ''this is kinder to 
me, or this loves me better than he does," do not let a 
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being, however dear it necessarily will, and ought to be, to 
you, but which la only just come into the world in which 
I for three yeard have known and loved you, do not let it 
be as dear to you as one who has given and will give you 
proofs of affection, which that cannot for many years 
equal and which it can never excel. That a creature 
hitherto without sense, knowledge, feeling attachment, 
should at once become dearer to you than I am, I do not 
and will not believe I If jt were the case one of us would 
indeed be utterly unworthy of the other I but a very little 
indulgence of that susceptibility which you have, might 
easily lead you in moments of soren^ towards me, to 
encourage a forgctfulness of my real character and my 
real lore to yon, and to attach yourself more to your child, 
in proportion as you attach yourself less to me. In 
imploring you, for the sake of all the happiness I have in 
the world, to guard against this, I have some hope that 
you will do it, and if you do, you will hare put the last 
completion to a great debt which I owe you, that great 
debt of all fond and Admiring feelings which I did not 
think it possible for any human being to inspire, bat 
which I say from my heart, and with tears in my eyes, 
make up all the exceeding and orerflowing tenderness 
which I have/(W you. 

I do so long to see you and were it not for many reasons 
preferable that I should meet yon at Woodcot, I would 
come down to take you away. However, you will be sure 
to bo at Woodcot on Wednesday. I shall send the books 
to-morrow by the Miignet. 

Pray make Harris come to some adjustment with the 
man. Sather unlucky about the Nurse, and rather sur- 
prising, for I hear a nurse's general wages are 8 guineas. 

Henry has just informed mo that be is going to Paris 
to-night at 12 O'dk. He has made me pay JCIOO, and I am 
half mined by it. 
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They say the Peers are to bo ont to-sight : I won't seal 
the letter till the London Gazette comes in, bat God love, 
bless, and keep 00, my own darling, and for erer. 

Pups. 

You may borrow Sir 0. Sedley's Works, not the 
''Plato,'' and I shall also keep back Nottlcy's ** HiatJ of 
Bassia,'' in tliree Volumes, and i-eturn them as directed. 
Thnnk Thomas for me. I go to my Mother's to-night ; 
she was very kind last night, and showed me her diamonds. 
She offered me the watch agaiu, and I said I would take it 
if she would send it to you* 

She said she would to the child, and that of coarse yon 
would wear it, but that I did not think likely. Henry has 
bought you A.Berlin Bracelet — I hope I may see him again 
to-night for it. 

OOLXV. 

To Mbs. E. L. Bulweb, Weymouth, Dorsetahire. 

[Her three days' Journey back to Woodcot alone.] 

Jany. 17th, 1829. 

My Own Dearest,. Dearest, Angel Lore, My Own, Own 
Queen Bee, — Me does feel so uneasy about you, and so, so 
anxious at your long cold journey I Oo does quite right to 
set out early in the morning, but for God's sake don't trarel 
more than you feel able to do. Me sail be so glad to aeo 
00, and sail be in readiness to meet 00 at 3 o'clk. on Wed* 
nesday, but, that you may not hurry on the road, I will not 
bo uneasy if you do not come till Thursday, but conclude 
that the journey has taken three days. 

Yesterday night I went to my Mother's and she was 
very much pleased about the asparagus, but forbid by the 
Doctors to eat it, and I therefore. sent it to Sir John from 
my Mother's house, telling him to give one to 00 Mother. 

My Mother was yery kind, and called 00 ** poor thing,'' 
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which is a great compliment on her part I After my 
Mother's I went to Henry, who has given me all sorts qI 
kind messages to yon, together with one very pretty Berlin 
bracelet of exceedingly good workmanship, and a good 
many other little Berlin things — all for Poodle — none foi 
Pops— except two china spoons, old Dresden I Me has has 
boQght Mrs. Van a plain gold thimble; me will tell 00 
about de £AS^ when we meet. I fear I cannot go to the 
Vans, bat, will if possible. I am to get frocks before I 
leave, but could not send them the books. 

Henry set off at 12 last night for three weeks ; before 
he went he received a most uncivil letter from Ainsworth. 
Me has bonght a great pot of French mustard ; and now 
mind that 00 buys ail 00 collars, 00 gloves, and satin shoes, 
if the latter fit you. It will save me an immense deal of 
money, for if I find that 00 does not have them when me sees 
00, me gives 00 my honor, me will immediately write to 
Town for them ! Me is so sorry me forgot to send the 
shawl with the books, me has had it cleaned, and it would 
have kept 00 warm I my own poor darling, me is so sorry 
me forgot it, my dearest, dearest love, I cannot tell you how 
much I reproach myself for letting 00 write me such long 
letters. I am sure it has hurt 00 eyes ! Me sail be so 
angry with myself if 00 is not looking well. Be sure you 
tell Harris to look well over the carriage, and see that the 
wheeles and springs are safe, and let him have all de trouble 
of paying for 00, and do, do^ do take all imaginable care of 
00 darling, darling self till me sees and kisses 00 again ! 

Pups. 

Me cannot write to 00 agrin. Oo ought to set off by 8 
o'dk. at latest on Tuesday. 200 [titaribs o/Mmm]. 

In the Literary Oautte of to-day they quote me, and 
say '* The admirable author of the ' Disowned." Pray say 
all that's grateful from me to de Birownes if thev have been 
kind to 00. 
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OOLXVL 
To Mbs. E. L. BuLWE&y Woodcot Honae^ NetUebed^ Oxon. 
[Fint letter from Disraeli.] 

Ftly. %Ui, 1889. 

My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, — ^I arrived in Town 
sate bnt exceedingly tired about M past 8 o'clock. I stopped 
at the Athenaaum, and sent on the porter -with my horse \.o 
the Graven Hotel, where I procured a bed. At the Atb^ 
nsBum I found a parcel, opened it, and discovered a volume 
of my javenile poems with a most carionsnote by lyisraeli. 
Author of '' Vivian Orey,'' saying that he had picked the 
book np at a sale of the late Dr. Parr's, and thought I 
might like to have it. I sent a very civil note in answer^ 
and will keep his letter as a curiosity. 

The next day I spent in seeing about servants, and have 
heard of 3 or 4 highly recommended whom I am to see on 
Wednesday, on my return from Knebworth, where I shall 
go to-morrow morning. Hastings and Silvia encountered 
me, they asked after you very kindly. I was then npon 
my road to William's, who was looking very unwell. He 
says the whole house have been suffering, and mentioned 
that Mrs. Sarah was quietly drinking tea the other evening 
with Mrs. Bickman. Nice gossips they mnst have had ! I 
This morning I went to Storr and praised up his thimble. 
He had a beautiful second-hand gilt toilet, which I think 
of buying for £60. This morning came your two darling 
letters. I am most uneasy at hearing of oo cold, oo poor 
darling 1 pray wrap up and dou^t go out on any acconnt. 
I am afraid it is owing to oo running after me in oo carpet 
shoes. Pray say exactly how oo is in oo next, which oo will 
direct to the AthenaBum, as I shall certainly bo in Town 
on Tuesday evening. Be sure and take all care of 
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ooself. I fear it will be more difScnlt than I ihonght to 
get rid of the B^ I saw Word to-day. However I shall 
do it. 

I have seen two very nice hoases in Albemarle St., one 
belongs to year friend Mr. Bennet of Wiltshire. Both to 
be sold or let very cheap. There is a review of the ** Dis- 
owned'^ and "Pclham'* in the 8un newspaper — ^very 
panegyrical — and a piiragraph in the Literary Oazelte, and 
in that part devoted to French corresi^oudence, says '^ Mr. 
Bulwor's new work the ^Disowned' is announced here. 
The announcement does not land it as a novel so highly as 
^'Pelham,'' but says, ' pour rhomme qui cJierche des iddes 
profundes el des obserucUions justes ' it would have the 
deepest interest. '' Very French I Good-bye my own, own 
darling. Ood ever love, bless, and keep 00. 

Oo OWN Pup. 

I saw Emily this morning ; she is looking very well, and 
enquired very tenderly after you. I am to see the child 
this evening, for I dine there on beefsteaks. 

CCLXVII. 

To Mrs. Bulwbr, Woodcot House. 

[His Mother's Kindness.] 

Fehn. 24/A, 1829. 

My Dearest Poodle, My Ownest, And Darlingest 
Love, — I am this moment returned from Enebworth. My 
Mother was exceedingly kind, much as I ever remember 
her — was also (which I valued much more) very kind about 
00, and what you will value not less perhaps about our 
child. 

You have no conception how ducedly cold it is ; I can 
scarcely hold the pen, my hand is so numbed. 

Pray my own dearest Love, never mind about the hay, 
there is plenty of time for that. 
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Nothing can be better than the CIcui. 

Pray say how Mrs. Shaw goes on and if yon hare any-* 
thing to complain of in her. I know of a good Cook. 
Miss SpoDce was at a pai*ty at my Mother's the other night. 
Me can write to-morrow^ but w^ write this line to tell oo 
how me loyes oo. 

Pots. 

CCLXVIIL 

To Mb& E. L. Bulweb, Woodoot House, Nettlebed, 

Oxon. 

[His visit to Knebworth.] 

Fb}0. 25tt, 1829. 

My Dearest Poodle, — After a very severe ride thro' the 
wet I arrived at Knebworth. *^Pet^' seemed to know 
where she was going and carried me with great ppirit I 
My Mother was looking very well, and received me very 
cordially; I dined off rabbit and beefsteaks, that having 
been the dinner she preordered, and spent the evening in 
conversation with my Mother. She was extremely kind as 
I said before, and I really think it will be my own fault if 
she is not soon quitt reconciled to me. You, my own 
dearest love, whom to see is to idolize, must do all I have 
left undone ! Knebworth is really a superb place, I had 
no idea it was what it is I One must see other places to 
judge. I spent the next day in walking over the old soenea 
which gave me many pleasant and some roeluneholy feel- 
ings. Nor did I forget the farm-yard, where I made 
enqniries that satisfy me about Mead, and make me more 
pleased with him than I have been. 

My Mother has a new maid who was making her a new 
pelisse of the same colour as oo own, only without the vel- 
vet. 

I spent the night looking over old letters and deetroy- 
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ing a great heap, among othera poor Lady O.'s. My 
Mother went in the carriage with me^ as far as Wclwyn, or 
rather Brocket, and from thence I rode to Town which I 
reached on purpose for the post, and tho' so cold I could 
scarcely hold the pen, I wrote you a few lines. 

I found your dear letter, which I had anxiously 
expected. A singular letter of Mrs. McEenzie. I fear I 
must put it into a Noyel, it is so well adapted to it. 

This moment I saw two men seryants, one a Welshman, 
and the other most highly recommended but so dreadfully 
grave that he quite looked me into stone. I hope 1 may 
do better than either if I wait long enough. Storr showed 
me all the toilet, which is resJly magnificent — there is a 
basin and ewer, but of gilt metal, not silver gilt like the 
rest. The price asked is 70 guineas — viz., when my arms 
are engraved, etc. It belonged to Oaptiiin O'Neil and was 
celebrated for its splendour ; it cost him £300. I should 
like very much to have it, but it is too dear ; I offered 
them £60, which they would not take. 

I am truly .unhappy to hear so bad an account of your 
eyes. Pray my own dear, dear Love, don't walk too much ; 
never mind about the hay, for I can sell it when I leave as 
well as now, and there is no hurry. 

My Mother said she would give me some more money 
in May, and I am quite sure she will help me in furnish- 
ing a house, tho' now I am in London I feel as if I should 
like Twickenham better ! "The human mind,'' etc. 

r have a favor to ask of you, darling, which is dot to 
speak unkindly of William, lor I am too apt to chime in 
with you at the moment, and reproach myself vei-y much 
for it afterwards, and you may be sure my own Queen Bee 
that any slight to yon I should be too ready to resent. I 
know I need not speak more on the subject. And now, 
Ood love, keep, and bless 00. 

Don't write long letters to roe— a line at a time will do. 
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and it makes me quite miserable when I think of your ejes I 
You may be sure that oar interests are well cared for at 
Enebworth, for I Iia?e left them in the care of a new 
treasure my Mother has obtained — viz. an enormous bi-own 
Poodle I Once more, God bless oo, oo own, own 

PUPB. 

Kiss our child for me. How does the Nurse go on ? — 
also the Housemaid P 

OOLXIX. 

To Mrs. Bulwer, Woodcot House, Nettlebed, Oxon. 
[Sale of Lizzard Comnell Property.] 

Feb9 1UK 1829. 

My Own Dearest, Darling Love And Dearest Poodle^ — 
Your two letters were safely receiyed this morning, and 
comforted me for the miserable state of the weather and 
my mortification in not yet finding a footman. I have seen 
about 12 or 14, and none that wiil do. Some such fine Gen- 
tlemen — othera such disreputable roughs, and I am resolved 
not to decide too hastily. I fear I shall be kept here till 
Monday or Tuesday at least. However I need not say I 
wiil get away as soon as I can, for I am tired jusque a la 
mart of this place. I am most happy to hear so good an 
account of the servants. • What a pity that Harris goes ! 

This morning after my audience of servants wfis over, I 
tool^ a coach, aud went to Hoarc's ; thence I gave orders for 
repaying W^^, thence I proceeded to Page and left a draft 
for him, thence to Leaden who has promised to do all he 
can about Lizzard Connell. The weather then being ao 
dreadfully wet that I could do nothing else, I have come 
here to dine, and shall spend the evening in setting more 
tradesmen to work. 

Did I tell you my Mother has met Sir John Milly Doyle 
at Lady Dudley s and that she did not much like him P I 
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faney she played at cards .with ]iim. Yes ! Miss Spence 
did go to a party at my Mother^s but bad no conversation 
witb ber^more on that when we meet — tho' I have no 
news. 

You have no conception how grieyonsly I am bored 
^about these servants, but oat of so many as daily call, I 
must find one I like soon or the devil is indeed in it ! 

I have sent Colbnm nearly all the first volnme of the 
" Disowned " for the Pi-ess, but have not written a line in 
'^Devereux/' Think of a motto for me. My Mother 
drove Emily out in the carriage one day, and seems to like 
her pretty well, but persists in saying she is not handsome ; 
she thinks their child poaitively ugly. It is not that, but 
it is very grave and has at least the [)rettiest little hands in 
the world ! No news here at present. I am much the 
same as usual. Pray, pray, pray, my own dearest, dearest 
love, spare your eyes I I went to-day, after leaving Loaden, 
to Alexander about them, but he was out. I am to see 
him I hope to-morrow. B;]t at all events don't write me long 
letters, for God's sake don't, and pray my own love have 
'* Terror '' and ^^Lady" in the bedroom wery night as a 
guard to you. Would not you like to have a bed made up 
near you for Mary P I do long to be back with you, my 
own darling. Ever 00 own, own, own 

PUFS. 

Kiss the child for me and find a name to call her by. 

OCLXX. 

To Mrs. Bulwsb, Woodcot, Nettlebed, Ozon. 

[Child's Illness and nursing.] 

28th Feb,., 1829. 
My Own Poor Dear Dear Dear Love, — ^I am so very 
unhappy to hear so bad an account of you, and so wretched 
that you should have set up with the poor little child, when 
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sitting up alt^ays fatignes you so. Mine ownesi^ ibr God's 
sake let the Dr. sit np^ whether it is necessary or not, inas- 
mnch ns it will relieye yonr mind and yourself. I will 
make all possible liaste back to you, and expect it folly os 
Tuesday y bat yon will hear from me on that day. I had 
tiiken Henry's eervaut, but I heard to-day that he was 
always druiik, and I shall therefore take another, whom I 
don't fancy mnch, bnt who seems respectable. I saw 
Thombnry to-day, who preached all the time— litefsUy 
preached in a.pnipit voice. 

My mother has just come to Town, and I shall go to 
her this eyening. For Ck>d's sake, my own angel loTe, 
tiike care of yourself, and let nothing yex yon, and pray 
sleep and take plenty of wine, and pray, pray let me see 
yon quite, quite well when I come. I do assure yon, my 
dearest wife, that the greatest pleasure I feel in being 
reconciled to my Mother is looking forward to the hoar 
when she will admire and love oo, as me does. I hope 
earnestly that our child is much better, and am, tho' Tery 
wretched and uneasy about oo, more than ever oo dear. 

Pups. 

I saw your Uncle's carriage, and asked Wangh about 
him, who said he was better. I shall call to-morrow. For 
my sake don't fret, and take care of yourself. 300,000 
[marks of kisses]. 

CCLXXI. 

To Mas. E. L. Bulweb, Woodcot House, Nettlebed, 

Oxfordshire. 

[His daughter's iUDess.— Miss Landon's poem oa Mrs. Norton.] 

Maixh 2nd, 1829. 
My Own Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, — 

Oo is very naughty to think me was angry with oo, 
which me assures oo me was not— nor eren dreamt of being 
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^ 80, me does also say that, tho' me is now and then angry 
1^ withont caase when me is with yon, yet me is neyer angry 
'\ without canse when me is away. And it is not qnite fair 
'", or jastinooto think I was angry at your tending yonr 

child when it required it I was only anxious for your 
^ sukc that you should not make yourself ill. 

^ Yesterday I dined with William, previous to which I 

called on your Uucle, who looked very well. He askeil 
' most kindly after yon, and promised to come and see us in 

May. I told him I was going to call on your Mother ; 

but ho informed me it wus needless, as he had written her 
^ the night before, to know if she would see me, and she 

y said she was too unwell at present. Howeyer as I met 

^ your favourite Mr. Skeen afterwards, and he told me he 

hud been with her all the morning and that she was very 

well, 00 has nothing to be uneasy about. My own dcair 

dejir dear love, don't think I could object to having your 
' Mother at Woodcot. It was only for your sake and from 

what Miss Greene suid that I objected to it in any way, 
> and I fully appreciate yonr own generous nature in wish- 

* ing her to come. 

^ William and Emily are as usual. She said she had 

heard from you. Oo cannot see my toilet, darling, for it 

will take G weeks io furbish up, etc This morning I rose 
' early and enquired the character of a servant, which 

answers very well ; so that, unless the day is very cold or 

wet, you may expect me to-morrow at 6 o'a I shall leave 

my horse half-way, and come on in post-chaise. If I don't 
1 come to-morrow, I shall certainly the next day ; but I 

think to-morrow most likely. 

At 2 o'clock I went to Alexander, with whom I had a 

long talk. He says it is certainly an affection of the optic 
^ nerve, that yon will recover it, but that the only thing to 

relieve and cure you is leeches, once a week over the eye- 
[ brow ; he will answer for its removing all the pain, if it 
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does not the blindness. Bat more of this when we meet. 
He says joa are certtiin of reoovering sooner or latter. 

By the way Miss Landon wrote a long poem to Mrs. 
Norton in the " Lit^ Gazette." And now, God bless and 
keep yon, my own dear love, and do me the josiico to 
believe that I never wrong yonr fond, noble, affectionate 
and angel disposition, except when me is in a passion and 
does not know what me says or does. 

Oo owK OWN Pups, 

Me dines with my Mother, who continues very kind, and 
was mnch yexed at the illness of the child and yonr anxiety. 
I am so really glad the child has recovered ; kiss her for 
me. Oo has done wonders with the money. 

Mr. and Mrs. Bulwer left Woodcot in April, 1829 for 
Tnrnbridge Wells. The first of hid letters from London ia 
dated 14th May, and they continue to the 30th of that 
month, when Mrs. Bulwer returned to Woodcot, and sub- 
sequently removed to London. 

A son (Edward Robert) was born on the 8th of Noyember, 
1831. 

They left England in the autumn of 1833, and arrived 
at Naples on the 17th of November that sjime year. The 
Diary fixes 14(h January, 1834, ** dinner at Lord Hertford's, 
taken by Lady Cullum," which agrees with dates given in 
the Deposition of Rosetta Benson, lady's maid to Lady Lyt* 
ton — to be hereafter noticed. 

They returned to England early in the year 1834. 

CCLXXIL 

To Mrs. Bttlwbb, Tonbridge Wells, Kent 

[Literary FuDd dinner.] 

14^A May, 1829. 
My Dearest And Darlingest Poodle, — 

I was sorry to write yon so Hurried a letter yesterday. I 
was so terribly occupied the whole day that I was unable to 
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prerent it. I gave you, however, a notable description of 
the party at Jerdan^ and I do not know that there is any- 
thing else for me to add. How uncomfortable ! I hear 00 
say. So yesterday I went to the Lit. Fund. I had ji place 
of honour near the Duke of Somerset. Jerdan fntroduced 
me to him. A Mr. Spottiswoode sat on one side of me, and 
a Mr. Edward Oarrington, a good sort of a fellow, on tlie . 
other. Dinner extremely bad — wines worse. But on the 
whole it was not disagreeable. No healths but public ones. 
I stayed till it was time to go to Lady Salisbury's, where I 
met the Gascoignes, Chester W 6. Percy and Silvia Doyl, 
with others too long to be enumerated : it was very stapid, 
and I did not stay above 10 minutes. And now I must tell 
00 about a house I I saw Sir W. Waller accidentally, and I 
think we shall have it : it contains 3 drawing-rooms, a li- 
brary, not large but convenient, a good dinning-room hand- 
some hall and staircase, baths, good offices and tolera)>l6 
bed-rooms, coacli-house and six stall stables ; lease 28 years 
—they ask £3,000. I shall offer £2,000. It is very elegant 
gentlemanlike quiet house, not imposing nor poor, but 
aboat equal to the one in St. James's Place, and, if I can 
get it cheap, will be a treasure — not otherwise. 

And now, Ood bless, luve, and keep 00, my ownest and 
Itrettiest 

Oo OWN Pups. 

You had better take a house only by the week, after 
oar present one is out. You will find plenty to do that, if 
yon say it is likely you will continue, for even if I get this 
house, I do not vote being in Town this year. You see I 
can say nothing about coming to you, because I cannot 
before the day aiter to-morrow have the answer about tiie 
house, but Saturday or Sunday I shall certainly come. 
Will you tell the Nurse that a letter came to her directed 
to me at the Athen»um : it was sent away. Of course you 
had better tell her this, as she may be looking out for the 
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letter, and tell her not to have letters directed the Atho- 
Dienm, as they won't take my Senrants* Letters in. Ix)V6 
to the child. Ood loye and bless 00 ! 

Oo Pups agaik Pitps. 

OCLXXIIL 

To Mbs. Bulweb, Tonbridge Wells, Kent. 

[Houaee.— " Devercux."] 

May 15th, 1829. 

My Dearest, And Darlingest Poodle, — 

Me has got 00 letter ; you are right — the great objection 
to Sir W. Waller^s house is being the corner of Little Stan- 
hope St.; it consists on the ground floor of a long hall, 
something like the one at Calverts, a stone staircase, a 
library about the size of Villiers' room at Woodcot, open- 
ing with folding-doors into a long dining-room ; upstairs 
there are three drawing-rooms en suite, not very large, and 
requiring folding-doors and one or two slight alterations 
which Balls says will cost about £140. It is certainly a 
yery gentlemanlike elegant house, but not large nor impos- 
ing. The difference between it and Nashe's is that the lat- 
ter is striking, the former unexceptionable. I have just 
heard of another house nearly as cheap, and I hear mnch 
finer — Lord Aboyne's in Charles St., Berkeley Square, tIz. 
£200 a year and £3000 ; mngnificently furnished. Now as 
Sir Waller's will cost in furniture nearly £2000, besides 
the price I give, it comes, you see, to nearly the same sum. 

I saw Colbum to-day ; " Devereux ** is to be out the 
first week in Juno. Lady is in disgrace, haTing broken 
some windows. You had better not take any house but by 
the week. Glad you like '' Camilla *'; / thought it charm- 
ing. Page I saw also to-day ; he hopes to let Woodcot, 
and is going to advertize it. How I abhor that place! So 
I do this I It is misery to live in Town, misery ! What 
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are we to do ? ** FaiiK*^ aa Oouut Deyereuz would say 
'' it is hard to fiud any place to Lire in T' 
God bless 00, darling. 

EVEE 00 OWK, OWN PUPB. 

Me is much out of spirits. 

OOLXXIV. 
To Mbs. E. L. Bulweb, Tonbridge Wells, Kent. 

[MiflsOreenea " dangerous and malignant enemy."— His religioas 
▼iewB.— Her " blackest treachery."] 

Mwy 16/A, 1839. 
My Dearest And Darlin^est Poodle, — 

I still linger in Town, but I think I shall join you 
to-morrow. I shall dine on the road and be with yon about 
7. I may not perhaps come, bnt think it most likely. I 
will talk to you about the house in Hertford St. There 
are 2 letters for you, one from Miss Browne, one from Miss 
Greene ; the latter you may answer as you please, but I 
shall always consider her from this time out a most maUg- 
iiani and dangeratM enemy of mine, I enclose her letter. 
You will see tliat I allude to the part about my religion. 
There is not a doubt but what she and she alone has spread 
that report among the clerical friends to which she refers. 
Nobody without knowing my opinions could oyer see any- 
thing the least irreligious in either *^ Pelham '' or The 
'^ Disowned,'' nobody I She has taken advantage of her 
liying in the same roof with mo to blacken my character, 
and poison, so far as good or evil repoi*t can do so, my 
peace of mind. Of course you will not see the thing in the 
same light. It is right that, since you hate my friends, 
you should lore my enemies. But I do not reproach you 
with it, my dearest loye, for I know that yon will only 
defend her thro' goodness. All that I ask of you is to 
extend this goodness to those near and dear to me, and not 
while you can pardon those who most yitally and most 
treacherously injure me only have detestation for my own 
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brother. Parkinson has paid £43. Ood love^ bless and 
keep oo> mine own Poodle, and do not wonder that I should 
express myself bitterly a^nst one to whom, so for aa I was 
able, 'I have endeavoured when I had the oppcrtunity to 
show kindness and regard, and who has in return raked 
out of my whole character the only point which the evil 
temper of the world could interpret to my disadvantage. 
You will see why it must be her. Nobody could perceive 
in '^Pelham'* or "The Disowned*' anything against 
religion : So mach the contmry, that a Bishop (Sumner) 
said of the latter that it was the most Christian novel he 
bad ever read. But directly an author's principles are 
known, a new interpretation is given to his work. Miss 
Greene knew mine. On returning to Ireland she spoke of 
them probably in hint and whisper ; this spreads, no one 
knows how, and at last produses that clerical abhorrence of 
which she speaks. She probably never knew these clergy- 
men ; they might never have seen her ; their information 
comes third or fourth hand ; but there was no original 
source to that information but Miss Greene — not another 
human being in Ireland could have guessed my sentiments. 
She has acted treacherously, but I am quite sure that she 
knows not the mischief she has done me, the deep indelible 
mischief, the persecution, the hatred, the ruin to my pro- 
spects of fortune and advancement which she has entailed 
upon me. All this she never knew, but she knew euongh 
of the evil to render her guilty of the blackest treachery. 

COLXXV. 

To Mbs. Bulwbr, Tonbridge Wells, Kent. 

[SirW. Waller's house.] 

May 20M, 1829. 
My Dearest Love And Darlingest Poodle, — I know it 
will give 00 plea&ure to receive one line from me. Me ^ot 



Lard Lyttaris Letters. 383 

home safe but yerj tired, went to the sale, bought nothings 
have spoken again about Sir W. Waller's house, and think 
me shall certainly take li But do you know any one who 
would speak to Sir Waller about it, for, as it is now no 
longer his, he would hare no objection to speak caudidly 
about it ? It you do, it wonld be the best place imagin- 
able. 

My Mother is in Town — ^no news. Ood Iotc, bless and 
keep 00, my own dear dear own Poodle, whom me loves 
better than ever. 

Pupa 

They say they sent me a letler to Tt^nbiidge, which 
came by the 2-y post to the Athenenm^enquire for it — 
Fenton's. 

COLXXVL 

To Mbs. K L. Bulwbr, Tonbridge Wells, Kent. 

[Houses.— Lord Londonderry's sale.] 

May 2Ut, 1829. 
My Darlingest Poodle,— I feel that 00 must be yery 
unpleasantly situated in the uncertainty about a house. I 
am at this moment waiting the arrival of the ^ iK)st, and 
shall not send this till the last instant in the hope of 
receiying a letter. I have offered £5 a week to take a house 
for 3 montha I think it would be very desirable to be 
near Town. The house is exceedingly clean and pretty, 
with a very nice garden. If I do not get it, yon had better 
take the one at Frant or Tonbridge, as you like, but I 
think the objection 00 mnde to the former yery strong, but 
hy no means efficient t-o prevent 00 taking it. Meanwhile, 
ask to continue the present house two days longer than 
Tuesday, paying so much a day — they will be sure to let 
yon, if you send directly to tell the people at Frant and at 
the house at Tonbridge Wells that they shall hear on Tues- 
day morning, by which day you will haye my decisive 
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answer about the hotise at East Sheen ; and you will then 
have two, or, if yon like, three days to pack np. 

Mr. Golburn in the Court Journal has had an article 
written to seem mine. You never saw snch a good or 
rather shameful copy ! I am called " Mivortinos " in it. 

Lord Londonderry's honse is to be sold very cheap ; I 
shall attend the sale on Monday ; meanwhile I cannot get 
an answer about Sir W. Waller's. I find I cannot get a 
letter by the 2^ post before 8, they promised me I shonld 
hear. Meanwhile, my own dearest love, as I feel how I 
feel how verv unpleasant it must be for you to be in this 
uncertainty, act as 00 please ; but I think the plan I hare 
proposed de best. Gk)d ever love and keep 00, mine own 
dear dear dear love. 

Pups* 

Let me know exactly what 00 has done by Monday, 
and in case 00 likes to take a honse, me won't decide till 
me hears. 

CCLXXVIL 

To Mrs. E. L. Bulweb, Toubridge, Kent. 
[Houses.] 
Mine Own Own Own Dearest Dearest Poodle, — 

Me has been greatly relieved by po letter, unsatisfactoiy 
as it is. It is something to think 00 is better, thu^ me 
would give my coat, and sheepskin into the bargain to 
know 00 was better. Me sends 00 this in a parcel that 00 
may have it to-night and know that since 00 is better, mc 
does not come to Tonbridge ; for in the first place> tho 
treaty about the house is so far gone into, that it would be 
to the last degree inconvenient to leave Town till it is con- 
cluded ; but in the second place me has heard of a bouse 
near Town likiey to suit us, and very cheap ; so that me 
sail try to see it to-day, for it would be better to leave Ton- 
bridge altogether. 
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Me 8ftw in the Morning Post to-day that a gentleman's 
house at Tonbridge Wells was to be let for three months 
on moderate terms; 2 or 3 cows, pleasure grounds etc. 
apply to Mr. C. Webb, House Agent, Tonbridge Wells. 
Suppose you apply there, and let me know ? If the worst 
comes to the worst, wo will take the hoase with the rock- 
ing horse. For Heaven's sake get as fast as you can out of 
the horrid place 00 is in. 

Me won't use 00 note to Sir W. W. now, tho' it would 
have done very well. 

Me sends 00 '' Bichelien," which everybody praises. 
The Author, whom I don't know, seni it to me. Golbum 
is so busy with the infernal Court Journal that I can't get 
him to think of anything.else. 

Me sends 00 the one about me ; it is the first article. 
^'Mivortinos" is evidently me or rather f'Mr. Pelham." 

If de house is refused me, and the one near Town won't 
do, me sail come down to-morrow, for me does assure 00 
that me is pining for want of seeing 00, and me does 
assure 00 that me has a perpetual ache at my heart when 
me thinks of 00, and the only thing that keeps me away 
from 00 is circumstance that if me was to leave Town 
to-day with all the business undone, me should have to 
come up ugain and renew* it directly after ; whereas if me 
waits a day or two, me sail come for good. Me docs hope 
to come to-morrow — if me does not, it is necessity ; but 
me thinks 00 had better certainly not expect me before 
Monday night. God ever love, keep and bless 00, my own 
dearest dear love, angel, Poodle, and Queen Bee. 200,000 
[kisses]. 

Pups. 
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CCLXXVm. 

To M BS. BuLWBB, Tonbridge, Kent, 
[Town Houses.] 

My Own Dearest Goodest And Prettiest Of Little Dogs, 
— I send this in a parcel by the earliest coach that yon may 
receiye in time intelligence respecting oo kenneL Take, 
my own darling, a honse at Tonbridge or Frant, as yon 
like ; me has given np de kennel near East Sheen, and all 
idea of taking odo near Town^ since oo likes Tonbridge; 
therefore, take oo kennel ; do what oo likes about it, and 
me will come as soon as me possibly can. 

Oo is right ; me should write oo in the morning bat 
these sales begin at 1, and I am not up till 11, and me has 
such work with my proofs between that time, for me 
makes all possible haste with them, and yet me gets on but 
slowly. 

Me can't get an answer about the Hertford St. Kennel, 
but me almost hopes me shan't get it, for me thinks it is 
not fine enough for us great dogs. 

Mc sends 00 one of Golburn's Court Joumdla, me is going 
to bid for Londondeery House to-morrow, as me hears it 
will sell for £5000 ; but me don't believe a word of it. Me 
crunclicd my bones with my Mother to-day, who was very 
good to me, and says she will allow me £300 a year, and 
£150 of which will be paid to-morrow. Good-bye, dearest, 
God ever lore and keep and bless oo. 

Pups. 

Oh ! Me has forgot to say that me has every day been 
busy about oo ducks and flowers, but dere are no peas yet, 
tbo' me is promised some by Tuesday. 
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CCLXXIX. 
To Mbs. Bulweb^ Tonbridge, Kent 
pioose in Hertford Street—" DeTereox"] 

May 23rd, 1829. 

Oo haa done quite right, mine 01^ darling Poodle, aa 
indeed 00 always does do, aboat the hoase, and me is yery 
glad it is settled. Mo has jnst come home from Lord Lon* 
dondeery's Sale ; the house .went for £5,200 guineas. The 
furniture sales last till Thursday, and I won't therefore wait 
for it. I think I shall be able to run down to 00 on Wednes- 
day, if it is a fine day, and stay till Sunday, but I hope for 
much longer. There is, however, a great sale on Monday 
of ancient furniture, which I should much like to attend. 
Let John be at Sevenoaks at 4 O'clk. on Wednesday with 
the dun mare, and let him stay till 8 O'clk. : If I am not 
down by that hour, let him go back ; unless this direction 
is contradicted in my letter to-morrow, let it be conclusive. 
The Inn John is to stay at is the first Inn on entering the 
town from Tonbridgo to the right hand side of the way. 
There is no signe up, but it is a large white Inn. 

Me will send 00 down the Court Journal directly I get 
it from my Mother. Me has again been disappointed about 
do peas, but me does hope 00 will very soon have them. 
Mo does feel that 00 must be very dull, mine own poor 
darling, and me will give up auctions and OTer^thing else 
rather than oo should again be left to oosclf so long : that 
indeed is selfish, for me does feel very uneasy and unhappy 
without 00 bright brown eyes, tho' they are not so big as 
mine t Me is promised positively to bear about the house 
in Hertford St. to-morrow. 

Me has been looking well over it, and it will certainly be 
a great bargain if I get it I do so loath the idea of going 
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to Woodcot, but I ought to do it, and I haye really no time 
to lose. 

I can't get Mr. Colbum to puff me and good Mr. 
''Deyereax." Me called on Sir John to-day, but bo was 
out. Me read my Mother some part of '^ Devereaz '' last 
night. She was delighted with it. I told her some people 
said I ment her for Lady F. Pelham, and she was rather 
pleased than not at it She in her tarn told me Mordaant 
had been taken for good Mr. Pupps — ^bow wow ! 

Good-bye, mine ownest and fondest ! Me has come in 
at 4 O'clk. to write to oo, .that>me may not be hurried, and 
me thinks this is a very tolerably long letter, tho' me 
knows 00 will not allow it. Adieu, darling. God bless oo, 
and belieye me, oo own own 

Pups. 

CCLXXX. 

Mna B. L. BtTLWSB, Tonbridge Wells, Kent. 

[Offer for house.— Keeping his birthday.] 

May Mth 1829. 
My Own Dearest Dearest Lore^ — Oo was too kind, too 
good to keep my birthday, and me does think oo is mnch, 
too great a darling — especially after my jealousy of, and 
unlcindness to, oo favourite Bell. But oo soil have as many 
kisses as oo likes when we meet ; and when will that be ? 
Ah I my own Poodle, that is more than me can now say, 
for last night I saw de House Agent, and he agreed to take 
£2,200 for the house, if I would pay 400 gs. for the fix- 
tures. This I refused, and I am to hear this ereniug if 
my first offer, £2,200, will be accepted for the whole. I 
myself think it will come to £2,400 all together, which will 
certainly be cheap for it. But I think it will be foolish to 
leave Town till it is settled one way or the other, eqMcially 
as I wish to stay when I come. Me astoirei oo, darling. 
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me does most eaniestly long to see 00, and «• for dese ano^ 
tiooSy me wishes they had been all bnmt : me has not 
bonght anything at them. 

Will 00 send me the remaining MS. of Vol. HI. of 
** Deverenx '' au pluiSt. Book ifc oarefally. Me docs feel, 
darling darling Poodle, that 00 vill be so kind as to moan 
when me does not oome to-morrow, and me has been all de 
morning abont de peas, in order to console 00 ; but they 
only had a few rery early this morning, sold to the Duke 
of Leeds for 4 gnineas the qnart. Me told de man me did 
not care what me payed to haye them. Will 00 haye de 
dncks without de peas P 

This day came a card from Mrs. W. Lewis, asking me 
to dinner on the 13^, I am in donbt whether I shall go ; 
it depends on the honse. I hope, dearest, that 00 agrees 
with me, that one ought to settle abont the kennel one way 
or the other since the negotiation has began. Everything 
at L^ Londondeery^s sale went very high, and yet was so 
bad. Me has put off going to my Mother in order to write 
to 00, mine own darling, and me must now go and dress 
to dine with W"*, where me is to meet Miss Fane. Me 
sent Jordan de books. Oo understand, darling, that John 
is not to j;o to-morrow, nor till he hears from me. Ever 
00 own own own 

Pots. 

2,000,000 [marki of ki$89$] and one to de child. Bow 
wow I Err-err-err ! 

CCLXXXL 

To Mbs. Btjlwbb, Tonbridge, Wells. 

[Treaty for tbe bouse.] 

May mh, 1889. 
•My Dearest And Dariingest Boodle, PrettieBt of Dogs,— 
Me hopes me sail vet; soon get down to. 00 now, for Mr. 
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Robins haa offered me the house at £2,400, and, as I haTe 
offered dC2,200, I sappose me shall split the difference ; but 
as I think we had better not do a thing of this sort in too 
great a hnrry, I have ordered Balls to take another and 
moit accutah survey, and I have resolved to call on Sir W. 
Waller, if you will give me a note to him : recall yourself 
therein to his remembrance ; say that you must throw your- 
self on his courtesy for an answer to an enquiry which you 
would not trouble bim with if he were not the only person 
who could answer it. Mr. Bulwer had been offered Sir 
Watkin's late house in Hertford St. upon advantageous 
terms, but that I had accidentally heard that there was some 
great, tho' unseen, objection to it, which had caused Sir 
Watkin to give it up. Not being able to ascertain from any 
one else the nature of this objection, and knowing that Sir 
Watkin had no longer an interest in the house, you were 
induced at last to entrust yourself to his kindness (or remem- 
brance, or politeness) and make the enquiry of him ; that 
I— Mr. Balwer — was the bearer of this note, and that yon 
should consider yourself greatly obliged to him if he would 
communicate his answer to me. Some such letter would 
answer every purpose, and if it is a little intrusive I think 
the thing gained well worth it. Sir 0. Doyle has asked me 
to dinner to-day ; I shall go out of curiosity. Me is now 
going to de sale, and sail finish after it. 

Me has been to the sale and bought 1 fender, one rug, 
1 sot of irons, 5 chairs, for £2 28. — that is all. Since then 
I have seen a man who knows Sir W. W. and who will call 
with me there to-morrow, but you will write nevertheless as 
me said before. I have also heard two stories against the 
house, one of the drains, another that the foundation was 
injured by a sewer made some time ago. 

There is nothing now but the house affair to keep me in 
Town, and me does long to come back. 

Pots. 
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OOLXXXIL 

To Mrs. B. L. Bulweb, Tonbridge Wells, Kent. 

[Qidte Miserable to hear such an account of her.] 

iTay 28^A, 183d. 

My Own Dear Dear Dear Love, — I am quite miserablu 
to bear such an account of yon. I immediately hope to be 
with you to-day, and I am positively wretched not to do so, 
bat I had made an appointment with Bobins at 6 this eveu* 
ing, and I wish when I do join you not to leave you again. 
But I don't care for houses or sales in comparison with one 
moment's health to 00. Yon have no idea how unhappy I 
am about you. At all events, unless your letter received 
to-morrow assaresme you are much better, I shall certainly 
be with you to-morrow night, and we will then take 00 out 
of that horrid hole. Meanwhile, for Gknl's sake, take cure 
of ooself and have advice. 

Me has heard about Sir W. W.'s house, from Sir W. 
himself, and will tell 00 the objections when we meet ; but I 
have still offered £2,200, and if we can get it, shall think 
we do extremely welL I am to hear to-night 

I din'd with Sir 0. last evs ; Silvia looked ill ; met 
Lord Achcson. Me has accepted de Windhams' invite. 

God love, bless and keep 00, my own poor dearest love. 
Oo can't get this in time to put me oft by a false account 
of ooself, and me sail certainly be with 00 to-morrow night, 
unless 00 letter gives me better news. Ever, ever, ever 00 
own own 

Pups. 
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COLXXXin. 

To Mbs. E. L. Btjlweb^ Tonbridge Wells, Kent 
[**DeT€reux/'— M«)re, *♦ hot, laugWng and Tulgw."] 

May 29/A, 1829. 

My Dearest, Dearest Poodle, — ^Me sent oo a parcel tw^o 
honrs ago, bnt me knows oo will expect to hear from me ; 
and so me will write oo a single line. Me called on the 
Dyers as oo wished, and asked if there was one of the fam- 
ily at home, bnt there was not ; so me was forced to come 
away without seeing them. Me has also been to see that 
hoQse in the country, but it is too dear ; and nie thinks we 
had better continue for the present at Tonbridge, if oo can 
get a better house. Bnt at all eyents, and at the latest, me 
will be with oo on Monday night, und me would set off 
immediately, were it not for this house business. To tell 
you the truth candidly, I am indifferent about it; if we 
don't get it, we shall save money, which is a great thing. 
Page has written to me he is so busy, that he begs I will 
take the letting of Woodcot on my own hands, which I 
shall now do. You hare no idea, how I am plagued about 
the conclusion of **DeYereux *' — so hurried I can't write a 
line, and so bothered by the pdnters to send them all the 
MS. Me has sent of to M. de BeHoc the first Vol. of Master 
'^ DeTcrcuz,'' as me thinks he looks very well in print. I 
bear that Henry is appointed to Vienna, and that it is con- 
sidered the best Mission there is at present 

De London Review is to come out to*morrow, and me 
believes there will be an attack upon me in it ; if so, me 
will bite 'em again most furiously. Me is dreadfully bored 
here, and every one dislikes me, which me thinks a vety 
great big shame ; but then to be sure me is always snarling. 



L4>rd Lytion's Letters. 393 

God over IoT6y bless and keep 00, my dearest Poodle, 
who never bores me, nor dislikes me, 

OO OWir OWlir POOB PlTPS. 

Moore has just entered — ^looking so red, hot, laughing 
and Tnlgar. 

Me does so, so, so hope that this will find 00 nearly 
weU. 2,000,000,000 [itt^m.] 

Pure. 

COLXXXIV. 

To Mks. Bulweb, Tonbridge Wells, Kent. 

[Decided to buy the House in Hertford Street] 

May ZOth, 1829. 
My Dearest Dear, Dear Poodle,— Me thinks from 00 
letter that 00 is angry with me, or hart that me does nofc 
come down to 00. God knows that I do most earnestly 
wish to come, and that I am in a state of perpetnal pain at 
the thought of being away from 00, now 00 is ill. And yet 
it id folly to come, and then go the next day ; for me has 
been more wearied and annoyed about the house than you 
would think for; and when you consider that 2,400 
guineas is all the fortune I have in the world, except the 
Irish property,* you may readily conceive that it would be 
madness to give it away in a hurry. Thus I have been 
literally slaved to death with the enquiries I have made 
about the house. This very day I have been to all the 
surveyors of the parish, and am, upon my honor, ready to 
drop with fatigue; for, what obliges me to nmke still 
greater enquiries, is the fact of their being another appli- 
cant for the house, and I am pressed for a reply. Now, to 
tdl yon the truth, there was something alarming about the 
foundations of the house, which obliged me to institute the 
most minute enquiries by several people ; and had I left 

* The Irlsli property was mss WlisslevU 
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London in the midst of these, I should have either lost the 
house^or decided upon it without due enquiry, and found it 
impossible and unsafe perhaps to lire in it. To buy a 
house is not like hiring one for a month. When oo con- 
siders all this, oo cannot think me unkind in staying, even 
tho' my heart bled when I thought oo was ill and away« 
Ood loYc oo, darling I Me often thinks oo will never, 
never know how really deeply engrossingly I love you — 
until — but it is no matter. At length I hare made up my 
mind to buy the house at the price they ask, viz. 2.400 
guineas or £2,570, for I cannot get it cheaper, and I shall 
be with the lawyers on Monday about it, and I will then 
come. Another thing which has bored me dreadfully, haa 
been looking for a house near Town, and among all these 
things my head is distracted. It is a great pity you detest 
Tonbridge — where can we go ? I hope and trust in €k>d that 
you are well now, or nearly so— no one can tell how full ol 
.all sickening, bitter and wretched feelings I am. I would 
come to you now by the chaise, but I should not be there 
till near twelve, and you would be in bed ; besides, since 
you wish so to leave Tonbridge, it would be better if I 
employed to-morrow in searching for a house. I must 
break off ; the postman waits. Gk>d be with oo. 

Oo own darling uneasy and worn-out 

Pots. 

This next letter was written five years afterwards, in 
1834. 

OCLXXXV. 

To Mns E. L. Bulwbb, 36 Hertford St., May Pair, London. 

[Tho letter written by Hr. E. L. Bulwer, from the Castle Hotel, 
after a gross personal outrage.] 

Richmond, July 4ih, 1834. 
It is with the greatest disadvantage that I now write to 
you, labouring as I do, under the most painful feelings. 
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and knowing that I shall have, in yon^ a harah ]adge and 
an nnJQst interpreter. Bnt the task must be done, and I 
will only beseech ysu in the first place, not to aronse yonr- 
self more against me than is necessary, on the* many topics 
on which I shall have to tonch. Ton haTe been cmeUy 
otUraged — and I stiind eternally degraded in my own eyes. 
I do not for a moment blame you for the publicity which 
you gave to an affront nothing bnt frenzy can extenuate-— 
I do not blame you for exposing me to my seyants — ^for 
seeking Ihat occasion to vindicate yourself to my Mother 
— nor for a single proceeding of that most natural oonduot, 
which ha9 probably by this time made me the theme for all 
the malignity of London. All this was perfectly justifiable 
after what had taken place, and I have only myself to 
blame, for having been betrayed into such madness and 
giving myself, in a moment of passion, so wholly into the 
hands of my enemies. Bnt I may doubt whether it was 
humane to tamper with so terrible an infirmity as mine, to 
provoke so gratuitously in the first instance, to continue to 
sting and to exasperate, to lead me on step by step, to 
rouse me out of the restraints I visibly endeavoured to put 
upon myself, to resolve on not aUotoing me to escape 
myself, to persist in stretching to the utmost a temper 
always so constitutionally violent and stung now by a 
thousand cares and vexations into an irritable sourness, 
which oommon charity might, if it could not for bear with, 
at least not unneccessarily gall — ^until at last sense, reason, 
manhood, everything, gave way, and I was a maniac and a 
brute. I doubt if that was humane. Ood forgive me ! 
but if I allowed myself to blame others, being myself to 
blame, I should think it had the appearance of a snare — 
that my weekest point was known — my infirmity played 
with — ^in order that without an excuse to myself, I might 
be degraded and exposed. But I have no wish to say any- 
thing to call foi^ a defence from yon. Let this pass. I am 
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new eoQviQced of what I haye long believed : I am only 
fit to livo alone. God and Nature afficted me with 
unsocial habits, week nerves and violent passions. Every* 
thing in my*life tended to feed these infirmities, nntil they 
have become a confirmed and incurable disease, whic^ 
nothing but a gentle pity, a forbearing, soothing, watchful 
compassion'— <i8 of a nurse over a mad-man— can render 
bearable to me or to others. Qod forbid that any one 
should so saoriGce herself for me I Willingly I retire from a 
struggle with the world, which I have borne so long and 
with.^noh constitutiomtl disadvantages. Half — ^less than 
half — of what I have gone thro' for the last 2 or 3 yeani 
made Scott an idiot, and Gait a driveller ; and yet both 
thoeo men, tbo^ older, were probably stronger than I am» 
had bettor regulated habits of labour, far fewer cares, 
hardier nerves, and more cheerful minds. Their fatq 
never warned me-^the sudden view of my own madness 
has. I shall retreat then at onoe from public life, and 
from the world. I shall go abroad as soon as possible- 
change a name which is a torment to me, and obtain the 
only blessings a poor wretch like I ('' whom slumber soothes 
not, pleasure cannot please'') am able to enjoy — rest, 
obsecurity and solitude. 

I shall write from the Continent to England after a 
short time, announcing, from ill health, my retirement 
from Parliament. So much for me* Now for yourself* 
You part from me^ Rosina, at a time which, whether or 
not you cidoulated it, is most favourable to yourself — and I 
am delighted at it, not only on your account, but mine. 
On selfish grounds, whatever gives you respectability and 
fully justifies and elevates you, is best for me. My brother 
will pay yon every attention, and I would beg you for both 
our Bakes not to reject it. In the way of life that I have 
already chalked out for myself, very little snfiloes for my 
oomforts.: I <^ke £}00 a year,^ oot of which I mnat provide 
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for Cockbum's annuity — the remaining £600 (allowed by 
my Mother) I settle on yon. Ton will receive it quarterly 
by a regular circular order on the banker, which you will 
have in a day or two^ and which is now being UgaUy drawn 
out, I also beg your acceptance of the house, furniture, 
plate and everythlDg— I except only a few of my books, 
which Henry will send me. Ton cannot, howerer, I fear, 
afford to lire in the house ; and I advise you to sell it by 
auction. It will at least fetch with the furniture, 
£13»000 — out of which £1200 are due to a mortgugee. 
The furniture, and especially the books, in which aro many 
MS. notes of mine, will from motives of curiosity, probably 
sell beyond their value— 4it least for more than I gave for 
them. If you keep the house, the taxes are £200 a year, 
the mortgage £60, and the ground rent £40 ; so that yon 
had better let it as soon as you can, and for whatever it 
will fetch, consenting rather to a loss than having the 
yearly incumbrance of £280. It would let any day for 
£400 a year, leaving £200 a year clear. 

So much for pecuniary matters. As to your residence — 
it is entirely at your own choice. As for the children, they 
are left completely with yon. Some years hence I may 
interfere about the boy's education ; but time eno' to think 
of that. I now pass to more household and minute mat- 
ters. It would certainly have been better for my character 
and my worldly respectability, to haveoome to Town and 
discharged my servants myself, and then gone quietly 
away, as for my health. But I have not the strength to do 
it. I cannot face my servants, nor bear their comments, 
nor endure their presence-— the place is hateful and loath* 
some to me. Will you, therefore, settle with Saul«,and 
give Henry the amount of his claims (I have paid him in 
ndvnncc £25)? Henry will settle that, and also Byrne's 
wages, if you tell him the sum, and the cook's (who imper« 
tinently gave me warning), and also all hoose bills and 
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everything else. And I will, when all this is clear, give 
yoa the first quarter of yonr income in advance. Henry 
could save you all this trouble but it is more respectable 
and dignified in you to do it ; and in order that I may pro- 
vide for these expenses, will you send to Hammersley's a^ 
soon as possible Mr. Bentley's bills. And now I have saitl 
all. 

I do not ask your forgiveness, which I hwm you would 
readily give, but which would neither remove my own sore- 
ness, nor rais my pride. I ask no forgiveness from Human 
Being — such as I am, I will be to the last, my own Judge. 
I have been my own accuser and my own punishment. I 
have not one particle of angry feeling ag»* you ; all my bit- 
terness if for myself. The only favor I beg ; Do not write 
to me, and acquiesce at once in all I have suggested. Do 
not write, for I am not in a mood to bear either kindness or 
reproaches — ^the first would only humble me, and the second 
is unneccessary. Why trample more upon a fallen man p 
I shall probably have left this before, indeed, you could 
answer this letter. And now, farewelL I wish you every 
comfort ; and after the first nervousness of ''a breakup '^ is 
over, I know you will find a great relief in our reKtive change 
of position. For six years you have been to me an incompar^ 
able wife. That thought alone is sufficient to make mo 
judge you leniently in the last year. Whether the change 
arose from too harsh a misconstruction of my faults, from 
an enormous estimate of my character, from that utter 
difference of tastes, habits and pursuits, which time, that 
wears away all gloss and all concealment, made more 
obvious and more irksome — whatever be the cause of the 
change that has taken place in your affection and yonr 
kindness, I make no complaint, I call for no defence. Let 
us both rest in peace. 

E. L. BULWER. 
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Richmond July 4ih, ISU. 
. Lady Lyiton writes : — *^ The 'provooadou ' I gave this 
man was this : upon his asking me with whom I was going 
to the christening of Mr. Fonblanqae's child that nighty 
and I replying ** with Lady Stepney/' he then repeated as 
fast as he coald, a dozen times running, ' my Mother calls 
her that ngly old woman.' He then called out, ' Do you 
hear me, Madam P* ^Of course I hear you.' * Then why 
the — in — don't yon answer me P' 'I did not think it 

required an answer/ ' D your soul, madam V he 

exclaimed, seizing a carving knife (for we were at dinner, 
and he had told the servant to leave the room till he rang) 
and rushing at me, cried, 'I'll have you to know that 
whenever /do you the honour of addressing you, it requires 
an answer I' I said, ' For God's sake, take care what you 
are about, Edward!' He then dropped the -knife and, 
springing on me, made his great teeth meet in my cheek, 
and the blood spurted over me. The agony was so 
great, that my screams brought the servants back, and 
presently Gresson, the cook, seized him by the collar ; but 
he broke from him, and seizing one of the footman's hats in 
the hall, rushed down Piccadilly. ** After his sanguinary 
exploit, he had taken himself off to Bichmond. I, like a 
fool, went down to forgive him not indeed for hu sake — 
for I cordiaHy despised him — but for that of my then baby 
children. Of oourse I found every word in this precious 
epistle was false ; he had no earthly thought of selling 
everything up and going abroad ; he had been boating 
about the Thames, amusing himself, and was in treaty for 
the purchase of Lady Dysart's villa. Many years ago, two 
or three after this letter was written, I showed it to Dr. 
Lushington. Never, so long as I live, shall I forget the 
probing, searching expression, of those keen analytic eyes 
of his, as looking up from the very first page of that letter, 
he said, ' This man has been in the habit of ill-using you f 
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* What makes joa think so 1^ said L ' Twp circumstances. 
Fii-st, tlie great and palpably artf al pains he takes to con*. 
Toy the idea (knowing, of course, such a letter would be 
read) that he had put every possible restraint upon himself 
— as if you had been exasperating him — ^he proTes rather 
too much there. The second is, the equally artful pains 
he takes to talk of this outrage as a first and solikury one I 
Now no man ever got to such a pitch of brutality at 9k first 
esaiy V '* 

His next letter (Sept. 24th, 1834) is directed to Glon- 
cester. Lady Lytton writes in the end of Norember from 
there, 

'' I have now been here four months — alone." His las^ 
letter to Olouoester is dated April 4th, 1835, from London ; 
when Mr. Bulwer wrote, he expected his wife up on Tues- 
day. 

COLXXXVI. 

To Mbs. Bulweb, Montpellier Place, Gloster. 

[Propoaiiig, if tired of Gloucester, to yisit Lemiogton.] 

Lemington, 8epL 24dh 1834. 

My Dear Bosina, — Your letter has just been forwarded 
to me from Birmingham, where I had ordered them to 
direct my letters from Town. But traveling by mail, I 
was struck by this place as I passed^ and alighted here — 
nor (expecting no letters of much importance, or muck 
amusement) did I send over to Birmingham for them till 
the day before yesterday. They came to-day— and very 
vexatious some of them are ! n'importel 

I am extremely sorry, my dear Rosina, to hear yon 
have been so seriously unwell with fainting fits, and can- 
not belisTe it is to be the weather only, tho' it has been 
certainly both warm and moist. For my part, if there be 
anythiairl ooold do to make you mil, comfortable and 
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happy, M would 1)6 one of the Terj few ettjoymeDts I am 
capable of possessing. 

If yon grow fci red of Oloncester, pay this place a Tisifc ; 
it is extremely pretty, bnt is also dnll ; they have very nice 
pony-flies here, with smart postilions who would enchant 
you ; and that reminds me that, wherever you stay, I will 
certainly send yon down a pony-phaeton on my return to 
Town. You will find plenty of postilions at Qloster or 
Cheltenham to take. 

So pray take care of yourself and amuse yourself, and 
go and see Berkeley Oastle, and tell me what sort of a 
place it is. 

I have been to sec Eenilworth, which wonld just suit 
me for a house, tho' it has not a room, being so vast, spa- 
cious and effectivB. It is the largest ruin I ever saw in 
England ; as to Warwick Castle the outside is superb, the 
inside handsome, but not antique eno' — reminds me of an 
Italian house. 

Yon remember, perhaps, a letter I had from a Mr. 
Chandos Leigh on the publication of '^ Paul Clifford,'' cal- 
ling me the first living prose-writer and Ood know what ? 
I went to see his place, Stoncleigh Abby. It is superb. I 
never saw any Commoner's place so like a Prince's. 

If you write to me, direct to P. Office, Birmingham, 
where I shall be in a day or two. I have been dreadfully 
harassed about my book, and fear I shall lose the money in 
France and America, as they have not given me time to 
send over the proofs. There go £135. I hate Bentley, and 
shall never deal with him again. 

Pray write and let me know how you are. 

Yours aflec*^» 

E. BULWSB, 

P. S. — I have ordered Bentley to send you down 
'' Pompeii ** when out, as it may amuse Miss Greene, I 
hope yon received ^^" Court Journal f I understood they 
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forwarded them to yoa — I have not seen them for some 
weeks ; if they don't, write to Colbnm to request them. I 
send you the Examiner. 

COLXXXVII. 

To Mbs. Bulwer, MoDtpellier Place, Gloucester. 

[Review of " Last Days of Pompeii."— Sore throat and cold.] 

LemingtoD, Sefi. 28/A, 1834. 

My Dear Boaina, — ^I am extremely sorry to liear you 
have had so severe an attack, and that your headaches still 
pain you. You must be greatly vexed and distressed at 
such an account of your Mother, and I am very sorry that 
she feels obliged to return to Miss Doyle* I write in haste, 
as I am on the point of leaving Lemington, where I have 
been detained two or three days longer than I expected by 
a severe sore throat and cold. I can scarcely say what my 
address will be, but any letters directed to Birmingham will 
be forwarded. I send you the Examinety a County paper, 
and the Lit. Oazctte, in the last of which is a review of 
** Pompeii" — a very cold one and in which the spirit is 
visible thro' the praise. It is a strong contrast to the 
Athenmum, which for the first time accords me unqnalified 
and most lavish eulogia, and considers '^ Pompeii'' the 
best of my books. 

Miss Landon (my rericwer in the L. G.) has behaved 
very strangely to mc, neither answering two letters I wrote 
to her, and breaking a positive promis she made me with 
regard to Henry — if you should write, you may hint at my 
dissatisfaction. 

I am at daggers drawn with Oilier and Beutley, who 
have behaved very badly, and I cannot renew my request to 
send you and my Mother copies of " Pompeii." But you 
(not being sppposed to know this indignation) can write to 
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Bentley reqncating him to send jon a copy, and also to my 
Mother, directed upper 5 Upper Seymour St. 

I hoDoared Miss Oatherine Halkin with a visit yester- 
day (on which day I received year letter). The first time 
I called, I smelt roast docks and heard she was at dinner ; 
BO I called again ; the old damsel was very cold and stiff, 
and did not seem mnch penetrated with my dwoin. She 
is move like Miss Spence than ever — can I say anything 
more spiteful P 

Adieu — love to the children and comp^ to Miss Greene. 

AS7, 

E. L. BULWXB. 

OOLXXXVnL 

To Mbs. Bulwsb, Montpellicr Place, Gloucester, England. 

[To forward a leUer to her MollierJ 

My Dear Bosina, — I will thank you to forward the 
enclosed to your Mother. 

It is just received. I have not yet heard from you. 

Y« truly, 

E. L. BcLwnu 
Killamey, Oct. 14/A, 1884. 
My address is Dublin. 

COLXXXIX. 

To Mbs. BuXiWEB, Montpellier Place, Glouoeater. 

[DecUoes her assistanoe.] 

London, 24tth, Nov., 1884. 
Ify Dear Roeina, — ^I am very much obliged by your 
offer ; but you would be of no asristance to me ; and if you 
could, I am not exactly the man to receive favours from 
one who in so marked a manner has refused me justice. 
Let that pass. — 
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All the Toriw are sleek aad delighted. They will get 
a quarter's salery. No bad thing in theae hard times I I 
forirard a letter from Miss Roberta. Y' 

B. L. B. 

Loye to the children. 

COXC. 
To Mb8. BtTLWBR, 3 Hontpellier PIace» Oloneeatar. 

[His deafness.— Cockburn.] 

London, Feby. 16th, 1835. 
^ My Dearest Poodle, — I am very sorry to hear you 
remained so nnwell on Saturday, bat hope from yonr letter 
to-day that you hod recovered. Many thanks for your see- 
ing the Doctor about the deafness. I was gonig to Maule 
to-day as I suffer much and find all society irksome from 
my infirmity. I will take yonr trunk myself (as Anne, you 
know, cannot go out, for she could not let herself in again, 
tliere being no key to the street door) unless Saul calla, 
when I will give it to him. The parcel and the lampriea 
came very safe ; many thanks for them. The lampries are 
excelent and very seasonable, as Bond's ham does not turn 
out very good. The waistcoat and "kerchief" arrived 
quite safe and are bootsest, the kerchief especially so, the 
prettiest of the kind I ever saw. I send you a little bill ; 
is it to you P I find new vexations with respect to Cock- 
bum ; and know not what to do. Heaven keep me from 
all poor friends in future. 

I am glad the humming-top is in such request and 
makes so much noise. I was afraid it would not make . 
noise enough 1 1 all the pleasure is in the noise. Nobody 
ttilks of anything but the speaker. He is the great Hum- 
ming-top of Loudon. I received yesterday some verses, 
which I send you, being an Elegy on my death. The good 
gentleman did not like to lose so much genius, so he sends 
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it to me on my recovery. Will he ever forgive me for liv- 
ing ? I also send a Oounty paper, partly becaaso it is foil 
of scraps of news^ partly because it contains a poem to me, 
not bad for a Provincial Bard. I will see aboat your cham- 
pagne to-day and the Port wine. Pray take care of 00 
seps, and believe mo ever oozest 

P.P. 
Eifls the children for me, I shaU write £mmy aoon. 

COXOI. 

To Ifsa BuLWXB, %, Montpellier Place, Olovcester. 

[Emily's iUnees.] 

London, Matck Mi, 1835. 
I haye jott received yonr letter which renders me quite 
miieiible^not only for Emily's sake, poor dear child, but 
for yours. You are nursing them. Oood Heavens I what 
danger you run I For Ood's sake do not hang over them 1 
I implore, 1 command yon to get a nwru instantly, and 
not to sit up at night I am so ill myself that I could not 
oome down without adding to the list of the sick — unable 
to leave my fireside and scarcely my bed. But if I do not 
hear a better account, or if you fall unwell yourself, I shall 
come down instantly and at all events. Therefore pniy 
write to me by the next coach, saying how dearest £mily 
and Hiss Greene are, and if yem have escaped. I shall be 
wretched till I hear— indeed, the news has completely 
thrown me back, as 1 was better last night. What sort of 
a Doctor have you ! Pray write instantly and constantly. 

E. L. B. 
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OOXCII. 
To Hbs. Bulweb, Montpellier Place, Olonoester* 

[Expecting her up on Taeaday.] 

London, Jpri7 4/&, 1835. 
My Dearest Darling,— By this time I troat your mind 
ia at ease about de money matters. I expect yon on Taes- 
day, and on Wednesday you are invited to DeTonahite 
House. So 00 must bring up oo best looks with oo. 

OozBST Eysrest, p. 

The next lettor is dated from Paris, January 18tb, 
1836, to Mrs. Bulwer at Berrymead Priory, Acton, to 
which she bad removed. 

coxoni. 

To Mrs. Bulweb, Berrymead Priory, Acton, Middlesex. 

[Proposal to forgetthe past and to " try once more " to lead the old 

life.] 

Paris, Jany. lUA, 1836. 

Altho' I am convinced tbat if you once made the effort, 
you would feel yourself happier separated from me — altho' 
I know too sadly that it is in vain to hope that yon will 
sacrifice to me the indulgence of my momentary feelings 
of anger, or vexation, or that you will avoid perpetually 
and needlessly wounding my pride and my amour propre — 
altho', too, I feel assured that you in your present senti- 
ments there is neither affection nor esteem for me — yet, 
Ood knows, I do not and cannot desire to occasion you the 
anguish you seem to feel at our parting — ^from whatever 
sources it arises. 

Bemain then at Acton, and let us forget the object of 
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our late correspondence : we will try once more. If the 
experiment is to succeed, let me entreat yon, first, to have 
some indulgence for my habits and pursuits ; secondly, not 
to complain so often of being a prisoner, and dull and so 
forth ; and thirdly, not to think it encumbent upon you 
to say, or insinuate, everything that can gall or mortify 
me, by way of shewing you don't condescend to flatter. 
Parliament will commence soon after my return — it need 
be no subject of complaint, or grieyance, if I am neces- 
sarily absent some days in the week, as I was before. As 
I nerer wish to shackle your liberty or grudge you amuse- 
ment, I trust you will not (both to me and to others) call 
it a crime in me to attend, in the one case to a toilsome 
career, or, in the other, to seek occasionally something 
like a holyday of relaxation. I haye now done with this 
subject Let us not renew it. 

Ptay take care of yourself, and do not neglect medical 
adyice. Get well as soon as you can, and do haye horses 
to enjoy a little change of air. I shall be in Town in, I 
think, about a fortnight. 

x!. li. B. 

The next letter is important for explaining the imme- 
diate cause of separation. Mr. Bulwer had promised to 
dine with his wife at Berrymead ; at nine o'clock a man on 
horsebuck arrived, with a message to the effect that he was 
too ill to come. Mrs. Bulwer immediately sent for a car- 
riage, and, bringing what she thought necessary for an 
invalid, arrived at eleven o'clock at nis chambers at the 
Albany, and after long ringing, at last he opened the door, 
etc*, etCi 
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COXOIV. 

[Indignation at her visit to his oiiambditi.] 

Madam, — ^Yoar conduct requires no comment, your 
letter deserves no answer — ^you come to my chambers — ring 
violently — my sole servant is out (I am not in the habit of 
opening my own door) — I go at last — ill and worn out — 
see you to my surprise— you reour to your most base, 
unworthy and most ungrateful suspicions on seeing two 
tea-cups on my tray I I I— make a scene before your foot- 
man and the porters of the Lodge, and expose me and 
yourself to the ridicule of the Town. And this is V^ 
History of your Adventures I I have only to say at prea- 
ent, that it furnishes another to the unwarrantable a&4 
unpardonable insults and injuries you have so unq)arioglj 
heax>ed on your husband. 

COXOV. 

[Demands an apology.] 

Madam, — The more I consider your conducfc, and your 
letter, the more unwarrantable they appear — every hope I 
endeavour to form of an easy and tranquil life, is perpet- 
ually shattered by these sudden and unaccountable bursts 
of passion. I have neither health nor spirits— nor I must 
udd the inclination — to submit myself to violent and unjust 
language, to scenes without a cause, to insults without a 
provocation. You will, therefore, excuse my presence, 
until you either condescend to explain to me the cause of 
your attacks, or until I receive those expressions of apology 
and regret which are my due. Forget, if you please, what 
duty and gratitude should suggest towards a generous and for* 
bearing Husband, whose whole youth has been to you one on- 
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requited sacrifice. Bafc I insisfc upon receiving tbat coartesy 
and respect which a man witboat stain and without reproach 
has a right to expect from every haman being, even from 
those who injure him too deeply even to pardon him the 
benefits he has conferred upon them. 

E. B. 
COXOVI. 

[Letter ceasiag corrcspondeooe.] 

In reply to your letter^ I beg shortly to state, that it is 
my wish and intention, to leave yon to perfect repose, and 
that I shall not notice any gossip or calumny against myself, 
unless distinctly traced to the promulgator. No one 
therefore need fear the consequences, who does not spread 
the fiilsehood. You know whether yon have said, or 
desired others to say, for instance, whether you found a 
shawl in my rooms P But the past is past — I only desire to 
guard against the futur$. Your character is perfectly safe, 
unless yon yilify that of others. 

With this letter ceases oiur correspondence on this head. 

XL L. B» 
CCXCVII. 

To Hits. R L. BuLWEB, Berrymaad Priory, Acion, 
Middlesex. 

[Suggestion for stating cause of separatioo.] 

Jfar^A 22m;, 1836. 
In reply to your letter, I beg to say that Mr. Leaden 
fid not have, in any way, my authority for the statement 
referred to by yon, that I immediately went to him, and 
have I trust effectually prevented any recurrence of it. But 
of the truth of that suspicion you must be the best judge. 
I have at this moment in my possession the original letters 
to the C&urf J^nmal, one of which was to have appeared 
yesterday. A paragraph in the same paper appeared before 
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any separation betvreeu ns^ accasing me of going to Viixs, 
to enjoy the gaieties of the Beaaon^ while yon were '' danger- 
ously ilP' at Acton. The haud-writing of the anthoring 
of tiiis paragraph I kuow^ I hare no disposition to prose- 
cute this matter, or divulge my own opinion. Yon are 
now with Mrs. Wyndham Lewis ; you will judge yourself 
whether you wish or authorize her to state that the cause 
of our separation is your having made any discovery in my 
rooms : if it is not your wish, yon can, if you please, 
prevent her making such a declaration. If I am to place 
the cause on the general ground of incompatibility of tem- 
per, which is the most favourable ground for yourself, you 
must be sensible that I have a right to expect faith, and 
honour in that announcement, and that no other cliarge, 
no other insinuation of any description, should be made 
against me. I do not ash that this should be observed by 
your friends, and yourself : but if it is not, I shall be com- 
pelled to put the counter statement in other hands than my 
own. I say nothing of former transactions, of Mra. W. 
Lewis's conversations with Dr. Maginn, whom she knew 
to be the principle writer in tlie Age, and Frazer's Magazine. 
I say nothing also of your recent affront to my Mother. 
This can hurt no one but yourself. 

E« L. BUWLER. 

Tfiursday Evg. 8 o'clock. 

COXCVIII, And Last. 

[DetemiinaUoQ not to live with her again, stated with view to the 
letter beiog read by othera.] 

Undated. 
It is neither my intention, nor is it necessary, to open 
past sores or recapitnlate past grievances : utter and hope- 
less incompatibility of temper, views, and opinions, proved 
more and more strongly with every renewed attempt at 
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domestic interooarse, is sufficient to accouut for a resolution 
for which you have boon so long prepared. Your last 
procoedings towards mo, — iudccorons, unwomanly and 
thoroughly unprovoked and groundless — are nothing in 
themselves, compared with what I have borne for three 
years. But they are the last drop, and the cup overflows, 
Looking, on one side, to all the circumstances of our 
marriage, to all the sacrifices I then made, to all the 
iudulgenco I have since shewn you, to the foolish weakness 
with which, when insufferably provoked, I have time after 
time yielded to promises of amendment never fulfilled ; and 
looking, on the other side, to your repeated affronts and 
insults — some private, some public — your habitual contempt 
of the respect due to me, your violent language, uncertain 
CJiprices, your own Journal (I conclude a fair transcript 
of your thought?) correspondent with your letters and 
words and filled with the most injurious aspersions of me 
and mine — my relations, who ought to be as sacred to you 
as to me, the eternal subject of gross, and dishonoring 
vituperation — all this placed on your side the balance, 
leaves nothing in my mind but such deep and permanent 
impressions of the past, as to euforce a calm and stem 
determination as to the future. 

On no consideration whatever will I live with you 
again. To my lawyer, Mr. L<mden, who has received my 
instructions, and to Sir F. Doyle (the one of your rela- 
tions in whom you mostly place the greatest confidence), 
I leave all details of business relative to your income, our 
children, etc. Thro' them alone can any communication 
between us relative to those points be carried on. It is not 
from any desire to offer you affront that I firmly declare, 
that until our separation is finally accomplished, I can 
receive no letters from you, but, if sent, shall return them 
unopened. This is a necessary consequence of my 
UNALTERABLE determina^on ; and I cannot again 
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and in yam snffer my feelings to be wrang, my heart 
liarassod, oven my pride wounded, by delusive concessions 
or unjust reproaches. In order to meet the neoessarj 
arrangements, and provide you with the necessary means, it 
will be desirable that yon should quit a residence, of the 
dullness of which, you have so bitterly complained, as soon 
as possible. And this both common delicacy and common 
sense will urge upon you. Wiiat m\^Bi now be done, ought 
to be done quickly. And if any trace of good feeling 
towards me remain in your breast, ^ou will (while in 
separation I shall seek to provide for your comfort and 
independence) interpose no wanton delay or obstacle, in 
according fM a release, upon which alone rest my hopes of 
preserving what yet remains to me of peace and health. 
When onr separation is properly concluded;* I shall at ali 
times be happy to receive, and to pay the greatest repect 
to, any suggestions relative to your plans and wishes. 
Permit me, meanwhile, not to appeal in vain to your pride, 
your honour and to some just considerations that, as yon 
fail in rendering me happy, it is scarcely necessary to insist 
on rendering me miserable. Mr. Loaden has my orders to 
pay you any sum required, to settle all bills at Acton, and 
especially those due to your own tradesmen, such as 
milliners, etc. And Sir F. Doyle will inform you, that 
you will liave proper means for going to any place of 
residence you may select, to all more cumbeisome articles 
of furniture, plate, linen, etc, can be sent. I am now 
leaving London, and shall not return till the matter is 
concluded and I can discharge the establishment at Acton. 
In conclusion, I repeat that it will save ns both much 
pain to remember, that all attempt to shake my resolution 
is now utterly vain and fruitless. 

Your Husband, 

E. L. BuLWSB. 
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The following three letters (copies of which have been 
preserred) will farther explain the painfal oircnmstances 
already referred to ; the reader must judge for himself of 
their weight in contradiction of the yery different state- 
ments to which they are opposed. 



Oopy of a Letter in Mas. Bulwek's Handwriting, from 
Gloacester. 

[The wife's appetl.] 

Ahoui the end qf Nw. 1834. 

To say that your letter of this morning has wounded, 
galled, lacerated me to the quick, is to say nothing ; bnt as 
I can only look upon it as the will of (Jod that I should be 
so treated, persecuted and aflSicted, I shall endeavour to 
humble myself to ** His will,^ and bear it as I ought— not 
indeed, without at first, I fear, great repining, but eyen- 
tuaUy, I hope, submitting i)atiently. If what you hare 

been told about Mrs. S and Mrs. W be irue, I am 

certainly a very unfortunate person, and might daim pity, 
even from my Husband ; but having met them both in 
very respectable, tho' seeond-rato houses;, I could not even 
have formed a suspicion of their impropriety, bnt I am 
peculiarly unhappy in my female acquaintance, for since I 
have returned to England, I have often been asked '' How 
I could possibly have travelled to Ftoia with such a woman 
as Mrs- R. S r 

My answer to your questions about my having acquainted 

Lady S , or Mrs* W. L with our separation, I 

solemnly aetmre you, or if you prefer it swear to you, Uiat 
I never have ; the only two letters L have written to Lady 

S since I have been here, were written in a gay strain, 

about herself, her books, and her acquaintance ; the only 

one I havo written to Mrs. W. L was in answer to one 

of hers, ment to be very kind, telling me she had heard I 
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was unhappy, and that wag the reason she wrote — ^in reply 
I said that I had indeed been very unhappy at my poor 
dear Uncle's death ; the rest of the letter was all about my 
domestic enjoyment with my children and praises of Miss 
Greene — which was a quieiti8, for I have never heard from 
her since ; nor am I likely to do so, for, previous to my 
leaving Town, I thought she had behaved very unkindly 
to me, tho' you did tell me, coming home from L^ Hert- 
ford's last ball, "that you thought I had behaved d d 

ungratefully to her,^ which I was not only hurt, but sur- 
prised at, considering yon had so often expressed a dislike 
to my associating with her. For the rest, not even to your 
Mother (as yon seem to dislike her knowing anything quite 
as much as any one else) have I hinted at our separation in 
my letters, and so tenacious have I been of appearances on 
that subject, that I got your pamphlet the moment it was 
published, that people might think you had sent it to me, 
and lent it to all influential people here ; and all the politi- 
cal news I heard, I said was from you. When I thought 
there would be a dissolution, I wrote to you from my heart, 
wishing to serve you ; but yon never condescended to 
answer my letter, which I concluded arose from the usual 
reasons, of your being busy and not requiring the services I 
offered. As to reports, they are nasty things ; they will 
get about, if there is only a shadow for their foundation. 

The night you bit my cheek, Lady S called in an hour 

afterwards, to take us to Mr. F ^'s. I was out — God 

knows what she may have heard — perhaps the truth ! 
Edward Bulwor, it might have been worse — ^you had your 
hand upon the carving-knife — ^you brandished it at mc — 
and if, instead of lacerating my cheek, you had cut my 
throat, and in your turn forfeited your life to the laws of 
your country, you could hardly call tliai a calumny, or 
accuse me of having " grossly injured you.'* 

Now if you forget all this, I candidly toll you I have 
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kept all jonr lettera, in which you will scarcely haye 
calumniated i/onrsel/^'Ed'w^Td 1 Edward 1 put your hand 
upon your hearty look at home, bo above the meanness of 
infallibility, and acknowledge to yourself (I ask you not to 
do it to me) that for the last year and a half, ever since 
that business about Mr. Mildmay, you have not nctrd 
kindly, justly, humanely by me. J)o ttw— and to-moiTow 
I will go back to you, and devote my life to muking 
yours happy, and refuting, or rather annihilating, every 
report that may have arisen about us. If you would but 
judge yourself with just judgment, you would feel that 
you did owe me (even by your own shewing) some repara- 
tion ; yon say in one of your letters that ** for six years and 
a half I have been an incomparable wife to you/' I only 
know that, had life dejiended on it, I could not have 
studied every thought, wish and even caprice of yours more 
than I did ; and my reward has been pei-sonal ill usage, 
unkind words, neglect, shattered health, and a brokcu 
heart ; upon which, for your respectability's sake, I have 
always put a smiling appearance. I have now been four 
months at Oloucester by myself and will venture to say 
that, through me Atii my friend, your private character 
stands as high here as yovxr public one does everywhere. 

As for mo, it has been my fate through life to suffer 
from the conduct of others, not from my own ; but there is 
this consolation, that even in this world we cannot eYcui- 
nMj firmly stand, or wholly fall but hj our own conduct 
alone; others may, and do for a time, gild or tarnish it, 
but the reality depends upon ourselves solely. And now 

about appealing to F. D . Surely, surely, you do not 

for a moment suppose my relutance to do so arose merely 
from the fear of troubling him, or with the slightest 
reference to myself I In doing so, I thought of you, and 
you only* 

I am ready and willing to do so immediately, if it is 
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still your wish. Yoa aske me to give yoa an aocaitUI. 
The fullest, the most unquestionable, and above all the 
most beneficial to you would be my returning to live witb^ 
to love you (if you will let mc) and to serve you in any and 
every way I can — this, I am willing to do ; but a written 
acquittal I could not give you, without branding all we 
have hoih written with falsehood, which must invalidate 
anything I could say, not only in our own eyes, but thoae 
of the world. 

I have only to add that not even to Mama, who boa 
written several times to know how long I meant to remain 
at Gloucester, have I said a word of our separation. ' 

Ood bless, guide and forgive you as entirely as I do I 

ILL.B. 

I am very glad to hear by a letter I have jnst got from 
Mamma, that you are looking better and stronger than she 
saw. 

(True Copy.) 

Oopy Of A Letter From Mrs. Bulweb to her Husband, In 
Her Own Handwriting. 

[Left her no earthly hope.— Her seven years' forbeMmnce.] 

Gloucester, December liih, 1834. 

When you wrote to me demanding an acquittal of cal- 
umnies that had beeu set afloat about you, you did not 
specify what those calumnies were ; therefore how could I 
refute them? 

Now that you have told me the infamous reports about 
Mrs. S— — and her husband, of course I can deny them in 
the solemncst manner, and by telling the exact truth, 
most fully clear you from so base, so groundless, so black a 

slander. My acquaintance with Mrs. S originated in " 

her having found my reticule, with my card-case in it, in a 
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shop^ and bringing it to ine. A short time aftc^ I mot her 
at a party at Mrs. D-^ — k She got introdnced to me. I 
thanked her for my b»g; tho next day she culled ; I saw 
phe was dreadfully vnlgar, but did not think (htU a snffic- 
ieiit reason for hnrting her feelings, and after many press- 
ing inritalions went ont to drire with her. Yon expressed 
a grtat disliie to ray knowing her (as to do yon justice yon 
did, to my knowing every one with whom I am acquainted) 
on the score of her Tulgarity, whioh was of course the only 
thing yon then know against her, any more than myself. 
Yon afterwards went with me to a ball at her house, and 
there ended the acquaintance. 

I also here mosi fntty acquit you of being dishonoura- 
ble an angentlemanlike, as ill-treating a wife is, I belieye, 
considered neither. As for what yon are pleased to term 
my '^ domestic treachery'' in keeping yonr letters, I hare 
been guilty of equal treachery to myself, as I keep copies 
of all my own that I write to yon, for should I at any time 
misstate to you anything I may have formerly said, and I 
keep yours as, from having so many things toe think of, 
you arc apt to forget, and consequently to deny, things 
and promises you have made me ; there are many instances 
of this sort of memory; yon recollect the Emperor 
Claudins aftor he had ordered his wife to bo murdered I 
Having quite forgotten the trifling circumstance, he next 
day sent an angry message to know the meaning of her 
disrespect to him in not appearing at Dinner. So upon 
the whole it was lucky the lleadsman had tho Imperial 
warrant to produce ; and as I stand in tlie donble capacity 
of wife and executor of your commands, it is doubly 
necessary for me to retain the proofs of my vindication. 
You say ''it would have been better, if I had pursued a 
softer and more forbearing conduct, and a generous 
silence,'' it was finding that a severe ^pursuance of this for- 
bearance, this softness, this silence had failed, that induced 
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me as a foiiom hope to appeal to yonr justice, your hearty 
jonr compassion — in so doing I appealed to what does not 
exist. No wonder^ then, that nothing has been the reealt. 
Yon say that ^Mio one has judged yon so nnfavonrably as 
me.'' I belieye it : in tliis country Polygamy is not 
allowed. Who for seven years has layished on yon the 
care, the consideration, the early and late attention to your 
wants, wishes, fame and well-being, in great things and in 
small, that I have P And who in retifrn has received from 
yon ill-treatment, ingratitude, injuries and contempt ? 
Unfortunately there are reciprocal duties in all our rela- 
tionships of life, and however individaals concerned may 
dispense with the share due them, tiie world in its judg- 
ment of facts will not do so ; — it would certainly be much 
more agreeable, and give us more room for gratitude, if 
every servant in our house would do the work of two, with- 
out either food or wages, and bear a great deal of ill-treat- 
ment beside ; but it would be hardly reasonable to expect 
that they should. 

You have now left me no earthly hope of redress, bat 
from the laws of the land. Fatherless, brotherless, almost 
relatiouless, your conduct has not perhaps been tho moat 
generous and high-minded in the world ; but let that pass. 
It is true I have few iniSuential earthly friends ; but with 
God and justice on my side, there is still hope, and may bo 
redress, swn for me. 

Fbox Mbs. Bulwxb to Edwabd Lttton Bulwsb. 

[Her forgivene8».^His Banker's Account.] 

Undated, but probably 

ioritten in April 1836. 

I thank you for your letter and nm sorry that poor 

Mary's zeal and kind feelings for me should have offended 

you, but be no^ angry thut I have one friend on earth ; it 
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if not long' that I shall want oven that one. For the rest^ 
I do not wish to have blame impnted to any one — ^that is 
solely due to me« 

Upon the first intimation of your casting me off, I did 
say I woald not take lesss than £600 a year, for that I 
conld not support and educate my children upon a smaller 
sum. I flit bitterly too at the time, as I had seen your 
banker's account, by which it appeared I had had £180 in 
eight moutlis, and in six yon had spent 2000, some hun- 
dred and odd pounds, and that, without appearing to haye 
paid any heavy debts. But these and every other feeling 
of resentment have, thank Ood, now subsided, and I sol- 
emnly assure you, so fur from now wishing to tax your 
luxury, of getting rid of roe at so dear a rate as the sacri- 
fice of half your tangible income, I would not, were my 
poor littU unliappy children out of th^ quesiiony under any 
persuasion take more than £200 a year from you — ^as it is, 
I beg explicitly to state that no illness, no want, no priva- 
tion, shall ever induce me to accept one farthing from yon 
beyond the stipulated £500 — if I live, I cim make more. 

And now, do not, I implore you, attribute to vindictive 
or unforgiving feelings my unalterabh determination of 
never again ** cursing your existence with my presence." 
Upon reflection, you must feel convinced that without any 
feeling of resentment no woman of common delicacy, no 
woman of the most latent and dormant pride could, when 
once publicly expelled from her husband's house, ever 
UNDER ANT GIEIGUMSTANCES think of returning to 
it, especially when that Husband had spoken of her to a 
third person in the terms you have of me — ^for which, bow- 
ever, I most freely and sincerely forgive vou. 

I do not contemplate the possibility of being able to 
leave this before Midsummer, as honse keeping being ont 
of the question, it will not be so easy to find the sort of 
thing I want I hope you have let this place for a great 
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deal more than you give for it, as the house, which had 
not a door or window that would shnt^ is now in good 
repair, and the garden, that was knee-deep ia weeds when 
I came here, and destitate of even a potato, is now in {>er- 
fect order and thoroughly stocked with everything. 

And now, once for aU> may God bless you and prosper 
yoa I May those now ties, which make it indispensable for 
you to part with me, be to you all that I have failed to be ! 
May your friends be as zealoas in promoting your interests 
and your comforts as I tried to be, and may they have 
none of the irritability of temper and easily wonnded feel- 
ings, which in me destroyed and cancelled all my best 
intentions — in short may you henceforth be as happy as I 
have made you the reverse — is the sincere hope and will be 
the constant prayer of her who was your wife. 

BoausTA LTTTOiar Bulwsb. 

Berrymead Priory, Acton. 

The Deed of Separation which allowed Mrs. B ulwer 
£400 a year for Mr. Bulwer's life only and £50 a year each 
for the two children as Ion? as he nermitted them to 
remain with their mother, is dated 19"^ April, 1836 ; and 
on the 14^ of June, 1836, she with her children quitted 
Berrymead, her husband's home^ forever. 



CONCLUSION. 



The foregoing letters, it is believed, wonid alone enable 
a candid reader to follow the narratiye they disclose of a 
sad and blighted life, without any additional aid ; indeed, 
they speak so eloquently and precisely that I have not con- 
sidered it adrisable to add to their force by any remarks of 
my own, but have simply collected from the ''Autobi- 
ography," and other authorities in my possession, snflScient 
additional information to supply the required connection 
of its several parts as tiiey follow in their proper order. 
At the same time, I must admit that such limitation has 
only been effected through the exercise of considerable 
restraint, since the materials before me gave an opiior- 
tunity for showing how abundantly the details of the long- 
sufferiug of this much-wronged woman might have extended. 
Now, however, when the grave has closed on both the 
husband and the wife, I have considered it more advisable 
to avoid all notice that would appear of a recriminative 
nature, or that would give nnnecessaiy pain to others, 
beyond the inevitable reproach which the reading of these 
loiters must entail. Nor do I forget that the special object 
I hare in view is to obtain justice for the memory of my 
deceased friend, and to disabuse the i-eaders of the '' Bio^ 
graphy " of the late Lord Lytton,'' which not only presents 
a portrait ludicrously distorted through joint efforts of 
father and son for what appear to be identical objects, but 
also exhibits a manifest intention for disparagement of Lady 
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Lyttou either by direct miBstatemcnt or masked uniler on 
apparently plausible reticence^ which can scarcely be 
reconciled with the title tinder which the author has 
addressed her as the '' Pearl of Mothers/' There remains 
little for me to add, except such few elucidatory remarks 
as shall assist the connection of -its parts and giro tiio 
sequel to the sad story. 

1. Miss Wheeler had from childhood been brought up 
by her much loved and greatly respected uncle. Sir John. 
Doyle, the GoTcrnor of Guernsey. 

2. Mr. Bulwer settled £1000 on Misa Wheeler before 
marriage ; this barred dower, and prevented her deriving 
any advantage from her husband's succession to the Kneb- 
worth Estates ; he aftei-wards induced bis brother, William 
Bulwer, when sole surviving trustee, to give up this £1000 
to him. 

3. The Deed of Separation, dated 19th April, 1836, 
stipulated that Mr. Bulwer should pay to his wife £400 a 
year during his own life only, also a further £50 a year for 
each of the two children, us long as he permitted her to 
have the charge of them. 

4. When Lady Lytton returned from Ireland in 1838, 
her children were taken away from her, and placed in the 
charge of Mies Greene ; the solicitor writing that Sir Ed- 
ward, with his usual kind consideration for her feelings, 
would alow her to see them once a month for half an hour, 
with Miss Greene in the room, but never alone. The eon 
was at this time (1^38) about 7 years old, and except for 
about four month?, subsequent to his mother leaving the 
mad house ill 1858 — ^whou ho induced her to goabroad-^^U 
personal intercourse may be said to have terminated, the 
daughter, age about ten years, was -permitted the like 
restricted communication with her mother that was pro- 
vided by the father^s ''kind consideration. '^ 

She died in 1848, under circumstances that will be beat 
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descsribed in the words of an eye-wifcnefls. (Vide Appendix^ 
pp. il%0t seg.) 

5. Mrs. BoIw^r^B property in Ireland, which had giyen 
her husband his qnnlifioation for hisdrst seat in Parliament, 
was sold prior to their separation for £2,774 178. 

6. In conseqnenoe of debts incarred in connection with 
changes of residence and throagh lawsuits for libel against 
Henry Bnlwer in Paris (1840) and OeneTa, Lady Lytton 
became mnch embarrassed, and, her annuity being as nsual 
greatly in arrear, she suddenly determined to go to Hert- 
ford and confront her husband ou the hustings at the elec- 
tion of June 8th, 1858, as the only means, in her opinion, 
for obtaining through such publicity the redress she 
sought. 

7. On June 22nd, In the same year, she was put into a 
private mad house on the usual formal information, by a 
legal process which has since been fully exposed, and will 
no doubt be soon amended through the influence of public 
indignation^ and which even then was sufficiently powerful 
to procure her release after three weeks' detention. 

There is sufficient evidence to show how Sir Edward 
dreaded the consequences of this outrage, and how Lady 
Lytton was induced to leave England through other power- 
ful influence ; ho at the same time executed a deed allowing 
her £600 a year for her life, and further agreed to discharge 
the debts that were pressing her. 

8. Some of these debts were, however, left unpaid, more 
especially the interest (for many years) of £400 lent by 
Lady Blackbume, which Lady Lytton would not in honour 
leave unpaid : thus she was compelled onoe again to borrow 
money at ruinous interest,' and afterwards (in 1874, being 
then 72 years of age) she finally arranged for a loan through 
an Insurance office of sufficient amount to pay all remain- 
ing claims ; but this reduced her annuity of £600 by £266 
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a yoftr^ so that she had left hat jEM4 a jear for tor oim 
use. 

9. Oa her son's snceeasiaii to the Enebworth Estate^ and 
the fortuDe inherited from his father, he allowed his Hoth^ 
a farther £200 a year ; this iraa for a short ioterFal with- 
drawn ^ and afterwards renewed, to be paid onlj to the pre- 
cise day of her death. 

10. For the last seven years of her life Lady Lytt<m 
resided at a small house, '' Olenomera,'' at XJpp^ Syden- 
ham, latterly with only one serrant. She rarely left her 
room, and the house only once dnring the last fiye years. 
Naturally of a too generous disposition,* wholly unselfish, 
and frequently left to tho care of a servant who was equally 
unable to comprehend or to supply her requirements, she 
could hardly have lived so long, had it not be^i for friends 
who commiserated her neglected and desolate condition, 
and tried to alleviate her sorrows and to supply what were. 
really necessities, by aasiating her to the utmost extent of 
their ability, details of which they are auziontf Aould not 
be made public 

Although iu her 80th year, she possessed to the last the 
remains of a beauty that had been so noted in her youth. 
Neither her general tone nor habits had deteriorated 
through adversity, but remained to the last as distinguished 
as they were polished and winning* She was full of 
anecdote and wit, and although not retioent on the subjeot 
of her wrongs, she never failed to leave a feeling of sadness 
and regret, that so much capacity for all that was loving 
and affectionate had been so ruthlesisly destroyed* succes- 
sively by neglect, wrong and persecution. No one can 

* Numerous letters of gratitude abuudantly bear witness to tUis, 
find other charity which was strictly guided by the injunction, " Let 
not thy left hand know/' eta Even when in very straitened ci?cum- 
stances, and until the day of her death, she assisted a relative of her 
husband, still living. 
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defend some of her published oztra?agance8, but onr blame 
shoald more justly be laid on those who abused her highly 
sensitive nature, and induced those feelings of exasperation 
under the infliction of wrong, which she had no other 
opportunity to express. Worn out by sorrow, afflicted with 
much bodily suffering, and tormented with constant mental 
distress, this poor lady died rather suddenly on the 12th of 
March, 1882, in her 80th year. 

Her funeral was paid for by the present Earl ; the only 
followers were Mr. Shakespeare, the solicitor respresenting 
the Earl of Lytton ; the Bey. Freeman Wills, a distant 
relative of Lady Lytton's ; Mr. Ancona, a friend ; and the 
Misses Devey, her coexecotries. Her remains are buried in 
the pretty churchyard of St John the Evangelist, at 
Shirley, in Surrey. There is no monument over the grare, 
but being surrounded by so many others, it is sufficiently 
marked for identification. Her furniture and effects were 
sold by auction, and realized a sum which enabled Messrs. 
Emmet ft Son, of 14, Bloomsbury Square, solicitors to the 
ezecutrices, to distribute among her few remaining areditors 
a dividend uf about ten shillings in the pound. 

In her will she expressed a wish to have inscribed on 
the tombstone (which docs not exist) the following words 
(Isaiah Chap. XIV., verse 8) with which I may fittingly 
conclude these remarks : 

^'Tbe Lord shall give thee rest from thy sorrow^ and 
from thy fear, and from the hard bondage wherein thou 
wast made to serve.'' 

Louisa DiTiT. 
Montiesor, Upper Norwood, 
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Extracts from a short Journal of Mrs. Edward Lyttcn 
Bulwer rrferred to in the foregoing Utters 

Berryniead, Acton, Dec 13th, 1835. 

I haye always remarked that every one in solitary con- 
finementy from Baron Trenck down to Fieschi, has taken 
refuge in a Journal, I suppose on the same principle that 
msulmen talk to themselyes. They have no one else to talk 
to — at all events, it is an innocent substitute for Society, 
with advantage, that it inflicts one's egotism on no one bnt 
oneself, the only being to whom it would not be obnoxions. 
So much for *' the fitness of things." We have had Jour- 
nals from Purgatory ; vida Fanny Eemblc's, begun on 
board slu American Steam Boat; but I know of none from 
the other place, unless the '^ Divina Gommedia " can be 
considered as suolu Young D'Israeli has given us '' Ixion 
in Heaven'' — with infinite jucucdity, but these arc all 
wide fields to journalize upon, except the Baron's and 
Fieschi's, with whose may rank the ingenious Frenchman's 
most ingenious little book, ^^ Le voyage autour de 
ma chamtreJ' 

liTow the circumnavigation of one's own room may suit 
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tho patient perseverance of a cook^ but I doubt its being 
palatable to the enterprising genius of a Columbus, and in 
Life's Masquerade we all would rather play the part of the 
latter. But necessity hfis no law, except that of chamber 
coun(n7 in the present instance ; and the only way in soli- 
tude to have '^ thoughts that breathe'' is to read them 
aloud, as soon as one has written them, and as for '^ words 
that bum'* they are ensily secured by committing one's 
journal to the flames, as soon as it is finished. 

Poor M , how I miss her I the house seems like a 

body without a soul, now that she is gone and lam literally 
'' Alone I'' I would fret more about her chances und 
changes, but that I am convinced Ood is as much for her^ 

as she is with and for Him. Poor little E too ! poor 

child, she is happy with her little friend and companion. 
This is as it should be, we ought to get a little happiness 
on account in childhood — ^it prevents Fate being too much 
in arrears to us. 

What a life has mine been I A sunless childhood, a 
flowcrlcss youth, and certainly a fruitless womanhood — ^the 
few good qualities I possess utterly wasted, or rather 
despised ! I hate looking back to the last eight years of 
my life. I so thoroughly despise myself for having wasted 
so much affection, zeal and devotion on so worthless an 
object I forgot that nothing ever takes root in a stone 
but weeds : those of pride and selfishness are rooted there 
with a vengeance, and yet the eternal complaining of v)ant 
of sympathy I Sympathy must be given before it can be 
received — just as respect must be paid, before it can be 
expected in return. Above all, sympathy, like electric 
fluid, must find a corresponding vein before it can be com- 
municated, and therefore self-love annihilates all sympa- 
thy — ^because self-love is indivisible. 

It would ' amuse me if were not sick at heart to hear 
(who cannot remain two days at home, and who, the 
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moment he for a short interrftl dismouBta fiom the whirl- 
wind of his ambition, instantly busies himself in providing 
some new but soIiUiry enjoyment, which would be marred 
for him if another shared it) complain, like a poor domes- 
tic home-rid man, of having his Household Gods shivered 
about him and his Hearth devastated, becaoso he has the 
misfortune to bo tied to one who does not think it an all- 
sufficient honor to share his name in perfect and uninter- 
rupted loneliness, or to see him at distant intervals, when 
like a Sea Captain he puts in occasionally to his home har- 
bour, and makes his house like a tsiyem with a few boon 
companions, eating, drinking, smoking, then blustering 
about the bills and off again till convenience or necessity 
once more drives him homeward. I could not help smiling 

the other day at dinner, when Mr. U told us of Mr. 

N having said that, were he to marry again, he would 

not marry a '^ shew wife,'' at 's remarking that it 

shewed what a sensible man N was ; not so sensible as 

himself, after all, for N— — dx>08 not previtU bis wife from 
opening her lips or writing books ; and moreover, he does 
not shut her up in the country without horses, which woald 
be the most effectual way of preventing her '' ont-glaring '' 
him in personal appearance, as she is so handsome and he 
is so much the reverse. The epithets— is so fond of apply- 
ing to women always angers and disgusts me. When Mr. 

H was pitying the usage Mrs. F had received 

from her hudKmd, — added in his usual well bred way, 
" Oh, that is the story of the d--d woman's friends/' 
The sort of mother n man has had noay, generally speak- 
ing, be pretty correctly known by the estimate he enter- 
tains of her sex. There are two kinds of mothers who 
invariably engender in their sons a respect for woman. 
One is the woman of superior intellect, properly evinced in 
the education of her children and concealed in the presence 
of her hnsband ; the other is one who possesses that sort of 
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moral pre-ominenoe which, prored by eyery act of her life, 
induces her sons to belieye that a jroodf woman is the best 
counsellor and friend that a man can have. 

On the other hand, if a man can only think of his 
mother's nnderstanding with contempt, and her ctiprice 
with disgust, he is apt to confound the rest of the sex with ^ 
her, while the only yices her own imbecility has so care- 
fully nurtured, the yanity she has manured with flattery, 
and the selfishness she has grafted with jealousy, all con- 
spire to choke even the faint impulses of Tenderness 
towards herself that nature might have implanted in him ; 
and with characteristic wisdom, she is the first to wonder 
at the result of her own work, the worst part of which is 
that she, the cause of all the mischief, only suffers from it 
in a minor degree, and it is reserved for some wretched 
wife to become its victim. 

My boy is but four years old ; he came this morning to 
me praising himself for having kept some grapes and given 
them to his nurse. I told him he had better not have given 
them, if ho thought so much of it as to boast about it. 
lie had been reprobated hitherto for being a selfish child 
and sharing with no one ; so ho stared at me, and did not 
seem to know what I ment No matter ; I hope he will 
fully understand it and act upon it by the time he is 20, 
I'm sure the secret of forming really esHnuible, hvmbU 
characters is not io praise children for doing right, but to 
make them very much ashamed of doing wrong. 

*I dread going to bed, for there this gnawing pain and 
low*fevcr consume me. I cannot sleep, and therefore can- 
not dream, which makes loneliness doubly lonely — ^for 
dreams are a sort of phantasmagoria of life : they are kind 
tilings, for, even if horrid, we wake, and so are thankful it 

* Compare this with ker son's Btatemeot, Uiat " The care of chil- 
dren was ever afterwards distasteful to her/* Vid» "Life of Lord 
L>tton,"Vol. it. p.219. 
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was hit a dream, whereas^ if they are happy ones, ihey are 
to us sleeping what letters are to as waking, and bring tid- 
ings of those we love from the happy sanny past into that 
miserable, barren little segment of life, tliB Present! 

Monday, lUh. Poor little T told me a piece of 

sentiment de sa part to-day, which, if worked by a skilful 
loyer into a sonnet to his mistress, would not in tenderness 
and delicacy be exceeded by anything Boccacsio ever felt 
towards his Fiametta, or Petrarch e?er invented abont 
Ijaura. He said ho went eyery morning to feed the birds 
at his sister's window. 

I asked him why he did not feed them at his own 
nursery window ? 

" Oh,'' said he, ** because I wish dem to tink dat Emily 
still feeds dem ; for she has fed dem so long, dat dey must 
lore her de best ; and dey might not eat de crumbs if dey 
thought she was gone V* 

I can think of nothing better than this, and so will leave 
off. 

Tuesday, 15M. No letters I have sent off the books 

and basket to , and such a regal-looking, profuse 

bunch of dear, sweet Neapolitan violet? as an English 
December seldom produces. So she, I hope, will at least 
have half an hour's pleasure in unpacking the basket, eat- 
ing the fruit, and kissing the violets — at least I suppose she 
will kiss cheni, as I always do ; and they are such double 
darlings to come in this black-looking weather. 

A propos of dai'lings, there is the queen of them aQ^ 
that dear dog Fay ; no wonder I doat upon her as I do I 
The little creature with her big loving diamond eyes seems 
to think it incumbent on her to make up to me for the rest ^ 
of the world ; for she not only sings her Mazurka with 
double the alacrity she used to do, but sits up, or rather 
walks about, on her hind paws all the time — and so emu- 
lating Trtglioni as well a^ Griei—whicli she never did before ; 
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and when I cry, tho little silver-silken paws are instantly 
round my neck, and tho little velvet head under my chin — 
and then the little Tow sympathetic moan and every canine 
consolation she can think of. Tlien the game of Teetotnm 

with T 1 and the way she knocks it down with h6r paw 

as if to enter into the spirit of the game), when we say 
"which number will Faizey have?** And yet some fools 
wonder I should love that dog— aye that do 1 1 and the 
more tbat she is a dog of character, and has '^a lick for 
those she loves '^ and " a snap for those she hates.'' 

I have been caating up my bills— no, /rt^ndi — and am 

not so badly o9 after all, for I have one certain, dear M ^ 

who has been tried and proved so often as to be quite sus- 
picion proof. Then I think dear really loves mo, tho' 

I have sometimes thought she was too happy and too well 
ofF, as far as this world goes, to be capable of paying the 
tax of genuine friendship, great self-sacrifice, on all occa- 
sions; but her last letters have been very kind, very 
genuine and very consolatory ; and to have time to {hinh 
even of Poor Me, in that paradie dee femmee — much more 
to write me such long affectionate letters — is certainly 
friendship put to one of its tests : her faults she has 
borrowed from others, which must be their excuse ; but 
her youngnese of feeling and singleness of disposition are 
her own, and they must have been of the nature of asbestos 
to have gone unscathed through the fiery ordeal of pros- 
perity and pleasure ; but like many others she will never 
got the credit she deserves, for she acts better than she 

talks. Poor , too ; I once thought her very staunch to 

me, and returned her supposed affection with all sincerity, 
as is my wont — mais qui soit f As a burnt child dreads 
the fire, so do I dread, or rather doubt, " the tribe." One 
can't have a greater type of an Author's insincerity carried 
to a pitch of sublimity, than Voltaire's saying to Swift, 
that reading his (the Dean's) works made him ashamed of 
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his own I He conM not think this, nor indeed could Any 
one else ; one only wonders that the insincerity of hie 
nature conld have been so much more powerfnl than the 
vanity of his art; bnt the mystery is solved when one 
romembers that ho said this at the conclusion of that letter 
which he had begun by requesting Swift's exertions in get- 
ting up an Irish subscription for the '^ Henriade'M 

Wednesday, 16tt, — A letter from . Not a word 

about the violets, and too many about the books and the 
sweetmeats and the Spanish Melon. I am called away to 
Thomas Millar, the English Burns and Nottingham Badcet- 
Maker. 

Well I have seen him I in person he is like a hasol-nnt 
— said the PooUich had indeed appreciated his works — ^he 
had the authorly egotism strongly upon him, and seemed to 
labour under what Pope and Swift so bitterly com plained of 
in Gay, and which the latter designated as '^apainfnl intense- 
ness about his own affairs. '^ He said he had had '^ a very 
sweef (that was his phrase) letter from Moore, and had 
seen all the live authors worth seeing, from my sposo down* 
wards ; but that it had not at all turned his bruin I (No to 
be sure, for he had only seen them !) Next to his own 
poems, he spoke more con amore about Newstead Abbey, 
Lord Byron, and his Mary (Mrs. Musters) than anything 
else. He said her beauty was perfectly angelic and 
unearthly, and that her husband was a perfect brute — Cela 
va sans dire, if she was an angel. 

He talked fanatically about woods and flowers and vio- 
lets, yet he never even noticed mine that were breathing oat 
their purple souls from their golden baskets round the room ; 
he said when ho had written many hours together, he could 
neither ent nor sleep, and could not account for the burning 
pains in his head. I told him I could ; for that the body 
was a sort of wife to the mind, and would not allow it to go 
gadding, amusing itself and others, and reaping flame and 
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profit to ibe eternal injury of litr health, from want of exer- 
cise and starvation, without twitting and worrying him, 
when he at length thought fit to remember her czisteuce. 
Whereat — like Queen Elizabeth, while pocketing the count- 
ess of Suffolk's " over-rich comfit-cake,'* he *' waxed exceed- 
ing merry/' He then wrote a very pretty sonnet in my 
Album, for which I thanked him much, had some wine, 
and I bought five baskets, which he had brought with him. 
Poor man I he wished much for Tennyson's Poems, which 
ho said he was not able to buy ; so I have sent them to him, 
and since dinner have read some of his, parts of which are 
really beautiful, and there is one line that Shakespeare 
might have put into Puck's month, i« e. — 

" The bee went round to tell the flowers 'twas May.** 

I lent him my Florentine basket, that kind, agreeable Mr. 
Landor gave me at Fiezole, filled with those delicious figa 
gathered from his beautiful gardens in the sunniest nook 
in the Vci d'Arno. 

The Ycry shape of the basket breathes of Boccaccio, 
Millar was enchanted with it, and hoped to make a fortune 
by imitating it. 

T said a very good lesson to-day, and read a story 

about a lion who did not cat a dog : the story ended by say- 
ing ** and ever after the lion and the dog lived on friendly 
icrms together." I asked him if he knew what 'Miving on 
friendly terms " ment ; he considered for a moment, and 
then paid ** Tes I I'm sure Faizey and Juno will never live 
on friendly terms todeder — ^for Faizey snaps at Juno to this 
day I" 

nth. — In too great pain to write, and nothing to. write 
about. 

18/A.— A letter from dear M , which I hare 

answered. A note from Mr. B , with his book. The 

wonderful cloak has at length arrived, and is worthy of the 
donor (H. B.) 
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In a place like London he must have found it difficult 
to get so shabby a one ; bnt it is the idiosyncrasy of genius 
to overcome great difficulties t It is a mile too short ; 
howeyer^ I may console myself on the old Joe Miller reflec- 
tion that it will be long enough before I get another 1 I 
am now going to read Mr. E— — ^'s book. 

19^A. — I am too ill to write, or do anything but lie down 
and die— if I could. But that would be too happy a 
release for me. 

20M. — I have read Mr. B 's book ; it is extremely 

well written, bnt quite too horrible ; there is^ however, 
one master-stroke of knowledge of human nature in it : in 
describing that most odious character, the Parricide's 
Father, he says *^ he neither possessed any ]>o8itive virtue 
or positive vice, and I know of but two words that will 
accurately describe him — he was eminently selfish and 
insensible" in tliese two sentences all his atrocities are 
fully accounted for, the first being the Alpha and Omega 
of all vice, and the latter a barrier which no virtue ever 
passes ; bnt still I think (as I told him) the moral of such 
powerful materials would have been more subtle, and 
infinitely more useful had he made both father and son 
equal monsters, equal destroyers of their own and other's 
happiness — and still kept them within the pale of the 
law, for then it would have been sufficiently vrai-semblable to 
have borne a ccrmparison with the dire, hourly and daily 
realities of life, all rising out of the same sources, parental 
neglect and selfishness, egotism and vanity let loose like so 
many vicious unbridled brutes, enacting the part of 
Avild horses to that doomed Mazcppa, their possessor's 
fate! 

Poor little T said a very good lesson to-day — ^he 

really is an uncommonly quick, clever child, and if I can 
but root the selfishness, egotism, and vanity that is already 
dreadfully deep-rooted in so young a child (for they 
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actually seem part of his bloody bone and muscle), I may 
moke a fine cteatnre of him ; if noty I wonld rather be had 
been a bom idiot, for mere intellect, however highly culti- 
vated, without an equally cultivated disposition, is but like 
a brilliant beacon placed on the summit of a barren and 
isolated rock, which, by revealing the perilous void 
beneath, only warns and repels by that very light, which 
differently situated coald not fail to vivify and attract. 

Oh I when, .will those who have thetrainning of embryo 
men and women remember , and educate upon, this golden 
maxim ** que Von est plus sociable et d'un meilleur com- 
merce par le cmur que par Vesprit.^ 

%lst. — ^What another dreadful night I hare had ! no 
sleep, and in torture the whole time 1 My nature must be 
a happy mixture of asbestos, cast iron, and feline nnkiila- 
bility ; for no fever will consume me, no illness break me, 
and worst of all no grief will kill me* Had a note to-night 
from Oonnt D'Orsay, offering me his box at the Adelphia 
on Thursday ; very good-natured of him to think of me ; 
answered it in bad French — and worse humour, at not 
being able to avail myself of the offer ; for as my Lord and 
master takes such in6nite pains to assure me that I am 
older than any of the ladies of 38 and 40 now extant.* 

I dont see why I should not have some of the benefits of 
my antiquity, and issue forth like the Ihrayer Book^^, cum 
privilegio — for, for the sort of life I am compelled to lead, I 
might as well have the misfortune to be a beauty of fifteen. 
So, had I been well enough, I should certainly have ac- 
cepted the box, as I am sure Mra. L. 8 or Mrs. W 

wonld have been delighted to have gone with me. 

* Mrs. £. L. Bulwer was then Just 88. She was bom the 2nd 
of November, 1803, and Mr. Bulwer in the following May, eon- 
sequent] jr was only six months older than her husband, and not, as 
her son stotes, '* Just one year older than my father." Vid$ 8nd Vol., 
p. 88. of ** Biography." 
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2%nd, Tuesday Morning, — ^Another dreadfol night ; no 
sleep, and pain than which Tin sare the rack cannot be 

worse. A letter of tender enquiries from the poor D a. 

what's this P Another letter? and comes to Is. 4d.I It 
is too costly, with its largo seal and all ! Ha ! an invita- 
tion from H B to go to B ^ apromis of an Opersr 

box and a seat at chnrch (I), with an apology for coupling 

them. He goes on to say M may (well-bred tliis 1) 

accompany me as a chaperon if she likea I am sare both 
the invitations are given in perfect sincerity, from the con- 
viction that they will not be accepted ; however, I ought to 
be grateful, as it is by far the best attempt he has yet made 
at kindness and sincerity, to say nothing of the heartfelt 

laugh it has given me to enoisayer dear M and myself, 

first, en rout for the Island of Calypso I next our arrival I ! 
then my conjectures as to whether his Pmseroso Majesty 

of would recognise in the portly (for I won't call 

myself by any more disadvantageous name) matron of pagi 
28 (!!) the giri of 19 that he used to call ''the Dnrk-haircd 
Sylpl).'' 2fb, most assurely, for there is a /aif-ality attends 
me in all things now — and then what fun we wonld 
have, writing to dear M. A. and Blust, who I daie say 
would tell as oat of envy that we were two women " she 
had not the slightest respect for.'' 

It seems quite ominous that I should have been reading 
''The Impossible Enolmntment " and "The Palace of 
Ideas" just before I got this epistle ; could I have achieved 
this exploit, it would have been delicious, even in my 
mind's eye, to have seen my Lord and Master's face when 
he returned and found that, est il possible I himself was 
gone off. 

Went out for the first time these 10 days ; described to 
the gardener about making the flower-pots into baskets, and 
dug the first circle of the Northern Star myself ; kissed and 
talked to poor dariiiig Fiddlestick, who licked my hand. 
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robbed his innooeni head againat me> bleated, and in short 
appeared more delighted to see me than any other relation 
I have in the world ; came home ; had a greater be^y than 
ever of robins in the room, and that fat red-hooded Cardinal 
of a fellow that always eatd the most and flies npon the bed 
and even npon Faizey's head of a morning, jumped npon 
my shoalder. Played on the gnitar for an honr, and sang 
— a blaze sprang np in the fire, and fell full upon the 
Picture of Napoli di Posolipo— I flung down the guitar ; 
again was I returning from the dear, balmy, happy, sunset 
drive, on the Strada Nova ; again did I feel the soft breeze 
on my cheek from across the bay, freighted with a warm 
kiss from Vesuvius ; again did I cast my eye along the 

cbja, and as I saw La H 's Palazzo^ where the ball was 

to be held at night, call to poor stnpid, often scolded, but 
still more often regretted Francesco, to order another 
wreath with more myrtle and fewer roses. Ah I Naples^ 
dear Naples I yon are the fnAjf place in which I ever fM 
young (for I did not do so as a child) and what was the 
result ? Did I commit more follies ? No fMM qui trit 
ManafoliB n^esipas m sage qWUpente. 

23rd. — A letter from dear M , poor M— - ; and 

a letter from Mr. B , overflowing with morbid sensibility 
for himself, and repudiating me 1 Be it so I 

[ikmie pages missing here.] 

How fond I am of Biography I it is like living other 
people's lives at second-hand, or rather skimming the cream 
of their's, to enrich the milk^nd-water of one's own. I 
have lately been struggling, and hoping, and dining and 
triumphing, and desponding, deceiving and maddening with 
Swift. I have been to the printer's with him, with the last 
number of the Examiner, and called on '' poor Patty Bolt ^ 
by the way, who had but £18 a year to live on I and seen 
her eyes sparkle at the guinea which i>atched np twenty 
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» 
things. I haye returned to the Thatched Hoase; dined 
with the Lord Treasurer, Ac, &;c. 

As for my idol Pope, I am afraid Ladj M, W. Mon- 
tagu was right that he was un pen avare and a terrible 
legacy hunter ; nevertheless^ " I love him hugely/' and 
really cried that night toe were overturned in my Ifi 
Bolingbroke's coach-and-six ''and that he got immersed 
in the Thames up to the knots of his periwig '* and cut his 
hand so terribly. Well I at least he was a paragon of a 
son — *'that nobody can deny'' — and the solicitude with 
which he attended to his mother makes me foigive the 
frugality of the dinners at Twickenham, and even the 
two-pronged forks which drove Swift into tho abomination 
of eating with his knife, and thereby got him into snch 
disgrace with the Duchess of Queenaberry ; but ''out of 
evil Cometh good," for this forced him into spending £30 
on three-pronged forks. 

Then how well I can fancy the still mote scanty sup- 
pers, with nothing plentiful but the fruit, which Swift 
could not, and Arbnthnot toould not touch ; the early 
withdrawal of the host; the 'Mittle half-pint of wine''; 
and his everlasting parting address of '' Gentlemen, I leave 
you to your wine I" and the D^'* good-humoured gibe of 
" yes, but you don't leave your wine to «<•" 

Then I think I see the conclave examining the broken 
pen-knife, with which Oniscard stabbed Lord Oxford, and 
their feverish anxiety for his recovery. As for Lord Bol- 
ingbroke, I never did, and never can, admire him, and for 
*' the all accomplished " I would read ** the all pretending 
St. John ^' : he was a happy mixture of fop, stoic, states- 
man, and philosopher : there was an eternal str lining after 
effect and notliing real about him, not even his scepticism, 
etc. In short, tho' Lord Chatam when a yoa-g man was 
surprised on going to see Bolingbroke (then an old one) at 
Battersea to find him as he describes, ' jiedantic, fretful 
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and angry with his wife/' I am not the least snprised to 
hear it; for there was no longer a motiye for display^ 
which had bean the gorerning principle of his life. 

January Uhy 1836. — Poor Mama came in all the frost 
and snow to see me ; very kind of her ; gare me a nice 
warm shawl, ermiDe, mnff and boa. 

6/A. — A letter from poor dear Elizabeth. She still con- 
tinues ill. What a martyr she is I but like me, if she were 
dying, I belieye, she would contrive to laugh at Tommy 
the Great — his letters from Algiers are indeed as dismal as 
*^ Leiters de Cachet J* However, Pamassns has two ascents, 
one sacred to Apollo, the other to Bacchus, and tho' he may 
have failed in reaching the summit of the former^ he has 
soared most triumphantly to the pinnacle of the latter I 

80, tbo' he's not Valeritts Flaccus, 
He might pttss any day for Bacchus 

mh January. — Another blester, and too ill to writ«9. 

28/7* February. — My Jailor returned with his amiable 

Epicurean debaucJiee friend, Mr. , after a 5 weeks' 

absence ; and, ill as I have been too, he could not be here 
one day ulone. 

March Ist. — From crying, coughing and violent agita* 
tion, have burst a small bloodvesseL Oh, my Ood, my 
God, when will yon take me ? 

[The Journcd abruptly ends here."] 

Letter Respecting The Death of Miss Lytton (1848) From 
Miss Eatherme Pianch6 (An Eye-witness) To The 
Bai-oness Do Bitter. 

The Lodge, Michael's Grove, Brompton, 

May %6thy 1848. 

Madam, — Though a perfect stranger, I venture to 

address yon on the part of Lady Bulwer Lytton, whose 

personal and most intimate friend I have the honor to be. 

Having heard her repeatedly express a deep anxiety to learn 
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any particnlars connected with her much loTcd and unfor- 
tuned daughter, my wish to gratify so natural a desire has 
emboldened me to write to yon, of whoee kindness to Miss 
Lytton I have heard so much. I trust I am not the first 
person to acquaint you with the fatal termination of her ill- 
ness, which ended in typns ferer on the 29th of AprU, two 
days after the arrival, at my instagation, of her tfotber. 
Her Ladyship hired the room which you had vacated, 
and remained during the whole night of the 27th on the 
staircase, listening to poor Emily's continued exclamations 
about '^ My Mother,'' that Mother having given her word 
of honor to the medical man, Mr. Bouse, that nothing 
should tempt her into her child's room, as he represented 
that any sudden emotion would endanger her life, at the 
same time assuring her Mother that there was no danger 
to be apprehended at that moment, nnd that the poor 
young victim's illness was merely an attack of hysteria. 

The agony that Lady Lytton suffered during that nigbt, 
hearing her child's voice for the first time in ten years, in 
supplication and pain, can easily be understood. Madam, by 
you, who are a Mother, and the unparalleled controul she 
had over her feelings can only be believed by those who 
witnessed it. 

By some treachery the next morning Sir Edward was 
informed of Lady Lytton's arrival, and, remaining himself 
at Miss Greene's ordered the medical .man to desire J^ady 
Lytton to leave the house, upon the jt^^a that her presence in 
it had already endangered poor dear Emily's life, when she 
had not either seen or heard her Mother, and had not the 
slightest suspicion of her being so near her. Dr. Marshall 
Hall and Mr. Bouse executed Sir Edward's orders in the 
most cruel and ungentlemanlike manner, as I am, unfor- 
tunately for them, a witness of, and dear Lady Lytton at 
my entreaties (which were the more urgent from my sus- 
picion that, if dear Emily died. Sir Edward would accuse 
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Lady Ly tton of being tlie oanse of her death) left the hooae 
and went home with me in a state dF mind which I cannot 
attempt to describe. Her poor diild died the next evenings 
having been seen in her last moments by Dr. Twcedie (one 
our most celebrated physicians) on the part of Lady Ly tton, 
who prononnced her decease to be from typos fever. 

On Sir Edward's first discovery of Lady Lytton's arrival, 
he suspected that she had been samnfKmed by yon to her 
daughter, which suspicion leads me to hope that you have 
sympathised with and pitied the dear girFs motherless 
position, and endeavoured to alleviate it as much as possible. 

I need scarcely siiy that any little circumstance con« 
nected with her beloved child will be vitally interesting to 
my dear friend, and she is, I know, most grateful to you 
and your daughter for the affection and kindness yon 
manifested to poor Emily daring her life. Poor child I by 
this most untimely end she is spared the cruel knowledge 
of all her Mother has suffered through ten long years of 
separation from her children. 

I must entreat you to pardon my intrusion upon you. 
Madam, and that yon will kindly and charitably throw any 
light in your power upon the early portion of the poor 
girPs illness. I shall most anxiously look for an answer 
from yon, and with the assurance of my respect, 
I have the honor to be, Madmn, 

your obedient servant, 

KaTHEUNB FbAKOBS PLAVCHi. 

To the Baroness de Bitter. 

The Babokess Db Bitteb's Answeb To Miss PLAKCHi's 

Letteb. 

Madam, — J'ai re9u hier votro lettre du 29 Mai, qui 
contient les premidres nourelles directes de la mort de la 
pauvre Emily Lytton qui m'a fait une sensation inexprim* 
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able, car je pnis bien Toas assurer, que j'aimais cette doaoe 
et excellente enfant comme ma propre fille — qai est main- 
tenant an d^sespoir, ajant perda si impr6ya^ son nniqae 
amie, qu'elle adorait* Ma doaleor en est extreme, ct je 
regrette de tont mon ccsnr de ne pas 6tre i-estee aupr^ 
d'Emily jusqn'i son dernier soupir; mais j'ai pa8s6e auprte 
d'elle tout YkXk passfie et nne partie de I'hiTer, et comme 
ma famille exigeait mon retonr, je ne pouyais absolumeut 
rester pins longtems en Angleterre. 

Je plains de tout mon cceur la panvre mdre de rinfortonie 
Emily, car je mesnre ses sentiments d'apres les miens, et je 
deplore les circonstances qui ne lui ont pas permes de 
s' approcher du lit de son pauTre enfant mourante, qui a 
trds sou vent prononcd le nom de sa mire pendant sa maladie. 
Je ne puis tous dire exactement la cause de sa maladie, car 
elle a kik separ6e de moi plusienrs mois, ayant accepts nne 
inyitation amicale de la famiUe D'Eyncourt & Bayons, od 
ello a re^u un rhume trds fort, de sorte qu'elle a oontinu6 
de tousser d'une manidre trds inquietante 4 son retour chez 
moi i Londres ; j'ai eu tons les regards possibles pour elle, 
mais sans succds ; enfin clle a k\k forc6e de se mettre an life 
puisqn^un mal de t^te offrenx la tourmentait jour et nuit ; 
je n'ai pas quitt6 son lit pendant plusienrs semaines, et elle 
a refu tous les soins possibles ; enfin on a pris une bonne 
pour la soigner encore mieux, et les medi9ins m'out prite de 
ne plus entrer dans sa chambre, craignant que la Tue des 
personnes, qu'elle aimait ne Texeitait trop. 

On m'a assur6, qu'il n'y avait pas de danger pour sa yie 
et aprds avoir pri6 Sir Edward de m'amener ma douce 
Emily & Yienne aprte son retablisscment pour changer d'air, 
je4)arti8dans Tespoir de trouverici de bonnes nouvelles, 
qui m'auratent d6dommag6o8 do T^tat deplorable dans 
lequel j'ai retrouT^ ma patrie aprds une absence de 10 mois, 
et je puis bien dire que j'ai pass^cs les premieres semaines 
en plenres, et je me sens incapable de diMiner dcs conaola* 
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tions a Lady Lytton^ que je n'ai I'honnear de oonnaitra ; je 
pnis senlement Ini conseiller d'implorer le Bon Dieu pour 
supporter cette perte doulonreuse, et de se consoler avec 
ridie assurante, qne notro pauyre Emily n qaitt6 nnvc vie 
pleine de peines, pour recevoir pris de Diea les recompenses 
pour ses excellentes qnalidte, dont j'ai k\»k timoin si loug- 
terns. Agr6es, qaoiqne inoonnne raussarance de respect de 

Yotre sincdre, 

AMiuB Db Buteb. 
Vienna, Spiegelgasse No. 1098, 

le 7 itoie Join 1848. 

Illnbsb And Death of Ehilt Elizabeth Bulwbb. 

The writer of the following narrative is still Hying ; she 
is the widow of William Onrtois Whelan, of Heronden 
Hall, Temtei-den, Kent, and was the elder daughter of itt» 
late J. R Planch6, the well-known dramatist, etc., etc. 

She first met Lady Bulwer in July, 1847, at Ashbnm- 
ham House, Ohelsea, at a garden party giyen by Mra. 
Leicester Stanhope, afterwards Countess of Harrington. 
In the early part of the following year Lady Bulwer invited 
her to East Ham, where she was then residing, when she 
had ample opportunities for learning the true story of her 
separation from her husband, and also from her children 
by his orders. Lady Lytton appears to ^ have formed a 
strong attachment to this lady, whose sympathy was 
assured, and to have enlisted her services for obtaining any 
information respecting her daughter, whose place of resi- 
dence ever had been carefully concealed from the mother. 
Enquiries among the friends of Sir Edward who were ako 
her own, had no satisfactory result, and she had despaired 
of snccess, when an accident procured all the information 
required ; but this had better be explained in her own 
words, which are quoted as follows : — 

<' Singularly* enough, one evening in the month of 
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Aprils 1848, a fri<md of my father's came to see ns, and 
said to me immediately on cnteriDg the room^ ' Do yoa 
know that the young lady you are in search of is living 
close here T He then explained tbat while sitting in the 
shop of a chemist in the Fulham Hoad, he was shown a 
prescription, and told that the daughter of Bulwer Lytton 
was lying dangerously ill at a small lodging house in Pel- 
ham Terrace, PoUiam Crescent, Brompton, and that Dr. 
Bouse, of Fulham, whom I knew, was attending her. Sad 
as such news was, I hastened next morning to Pclham Th- 
race, and seeing a shop-boy knock at a door, I waited till 
he had been answered, and then hazarded the enquiry 
' How is Miss Lytton to-day V when immediately came the 
reply, ' A little better, we think/ Overjoyed at my anc- 
cess, I flew home to the Lodge, MichaeFs Grove, to tell my 
Father, and to send the information to Lady Bulwer 
Lytton, but upon further consideration I determined to go 
myself to East Ham, thinking it better than writing, and 
never- shall I forget the mixed pain and pleasure of my 
visit. It was soon arranged that Lady Lytton should come 
with her old faithful servant Byrne (who had been Misa 
Lytton^s nurse) to Town, and see if she could possibty gain 
access to and help to nurso her daughter, under conditions 
so unsuited to her position and age. 

^'1 had soon observed from the style of boose that it 
was let out in separate rooms and apartments, to people in 
a humble sphere of life, and was therefore most anxious 
that Lady Lytton should first come to ns ; but she over- 
ruled my objections, and early next morning arrived at 
Pelham Terrace, where she engaged a room at the top of 
the same house for herself and Byrne, and then sent me a 
letter requesting me to come to her after dark. I did so, 
taking my own maid with me, and on ascending the 
wretched narrow staircase I passed the second-floor back 
room, which I then heard was Miss Lytton's, and was soon 
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reoeiyed by Byrne and the dear and basely wronged wife 
and Mother. 

'' She is insensible, Kate/ cried Lady Lytton on seeing 
me, '. and I am to see her in half an honr ; I have bribed 
the nnrse and landlady/ Then tears and sobs broke forth 
from the overcharged heart, and Byrne had enoagh to do 
to calm her preparatory to the interview. When the time 
came, I followed Lady Lytton downstairs with Byrne to 
the door of the bedroom, which was open, impressing on 
her the importance of keeping very quiet. I had no need, 
however, to do so : the pitiful sight of this young girl 
without a relative near her, lying in a room which was 
almost entirely taken up by the bedstead, which stood 
nearly filling up the space between the door and the win- 
dow, was 80 startling, that she remained for a time speech- 
lees, as, almost transfixed, she gazed on the loved form from 
which sbe had been so long separated ; lying insensible, her 
features changed by fever, and hardly to be recognised in 
the darkened room, where only the sheen from her golden 
hair as it reflected the light of the single candle guided the 
eye to the pillow and the sufferer. It was thus, while 
Lady Lytton stood like a statue just inside the room, that 
a knock was heard at the door, and least she should be dis- 
covered, Byrne and I hurried her upstairs. The visitors 
were a Miss Greene (a nursery governess of Lady Lytton's) 
and the present Earle of Lytton, a yoath about sixteen 
years of age, from Harrow. They came to enquire about 
the patient, as they were not in the house. My dear friend 
had thrown herself on her knees on reaching the top room, 
and buried her face in the pillow of the wretched bed in 
which she was to pass the night. No sobs now, only con- 
vulsive throbbings of her whole frame, greatly alarming 
us who were watching her ; but after a time she became 
quiet, and I then took my leave, going home with my ser- 
vant, and promising to be there early in the morning. 
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*^ By ten o'clock I was there again, and found every- 
thing bad been discovered I Dr. Bonee and Dr. Marshall 
Hall, the other medical man (both of them are now dead 
— Dr. Bouse soon after committed snicide) were com* 
manded by Sir Edward Lytton to get Lady Ljtton ont of 
the house on the plea that herprBsenoe bad aggravated the 
disorder (typhoid fever) which we afterwards discovered 
by our own medical attendant was advancing to ita last 
stage. Miss Lytton had been delirius, and had spoken of 
her Mother, who had sat on the stairs outside of the door 
all nighty sending to the room cooling beverages, and any 
things she had with her which might be of service for her 
daughter ; for Miss Lytton's wardrobe was so scanty that 
she actually died in a night-dress lent her by the kind 
nurse, and which was afterwards in my possession* 

''Dr. Bouse knowing me, sent for me on my arrival in 
Pelham Terrace, and he and Dr. Marshall Hall tried to 
intimidate me into making a promise to them that I would 
take Lady Lytton away. 'I told them I should do what 
Lady Lytton wished, that she had paid for her room for a 
week, and no one could turn her out but the landlady.' 

'' They declared that Miss Lytton's life was endangered 
by the knowledge of her mother's presence ! a most ridicn- 
lous assertion, as the poor girl knew no one, being deliri- 
ous when not wholly unconscious. 

''Our interview ended by my telUug them I would 
hear what Lady Lytton herself said. Dr. Bouse followed 
me upstairs immediately, and then Lady Lytton threw 
herself on her knees to him, and implored him to let her 
stay to the end. I had in a life, then quite young, seen 
many stage representations of mental agony, but here was 
the real anguUi, and every phase of it is burnt into my 
memory. " Dr. Bouse himself would have given way, I 
saw, but he dared not ; all he could do was to offer his 
carriage to take us away. He retired, and then I pdntad 
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out to the poor Mother the risk she ran of misrepresenta- 
tion that she had cansed the death oX her daughter 
throagh excitement, and farther attempted to show that 
she woald gain nothing by remaining ; bat in this I was 
wrong, and I have since deeply regretted it : she should 
have stayed, and I with her. 

'^ HoweTer I prevailed, on assuring her that I would go 
to Dr. Bouse and obtain his promise to send to my father's 
house, or to come after every yisit to his patient, that we 
might have the latest intelligence of her condition. I 
must now mention that the carriages of the two doctors 
were being driyen up and down the little street while this 
conference was going on ; and we had ascertained that 
Miss Greene lodged only two or three doors further, where 
the doctors were then in consultation while I was persuad- 
ing Lady Lytton to return home with me. So I followed 
to the house, and was admitted by Miss Greene, who with 
two men completely blocked the small passage. 'Are 
the doctors here who attend Miss Lytton V I said. They 
hurriedly answered ' yes,' and made way for me to pass. 
I entered the first room on the ground floor, and there 
sat Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, Dr. Marshall Hall, and Dr. 
Bouse — the latter looking most wretched. 

'* I had had the questionable advantage of meeting Sir 
Edward Lytton in many distinguished houses, the owners 
of which were good enough to inyite me, and of course I 
knew him ; but I addressed myself to the medical men, 
and told them ' that Lady Lytton had consented to go with 
me to my father Mr. Planchfi's house, but that I came to 
hold Dr. Bouse to his promise.' Some remark, on nay 
saying this, fell from this tender husband and father, the. 
great novelist, dramatist, and poet ; and I answered it. 
He kept his seat while I stood,, but my reply intimated to 
him that I knew him, and it is almost amusing to recollect 
that he sent me an apology for not having risen : * k$ wa$ 
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so distressidy' — ^for I neyer saw any one less bo ; he 
very deaf, and I regret to say, think he did not hear what 
I said, for I had no feeling for him but of intense disgust, 
and he saw it. I returned trembling with anxiety for my 
task before me — the removal of this deeply injured inno- 
cent woman, wife, mother. 

** But I need not have doubted her power over herself, 
(of which I saw much more in after days). God alone 
knows the agony of that Mother's heart as she walked 
quietly past the closed door of the room where her poor 
dyiiig gifl was so soon to breathe her last. — 

''At ten o'clock I was obliged to accompany my father 
to a soiree at Mrs. Milner Gibson's (leaving dear Lady 
Lytton in my sister's care). I told them what had happened 
during the day. ' It was not possible,' people said ; bat 
it was not only possible, but true. 

" Lady Lytton sent an eminent fever physician, Dr. 
Tweedie, to see Miss Lytton. His first words were ' Too 
late, too late.' He asked for port wine ; there was none in 
the house, and some was procured from a tavern at the end 
of the street. 

''On the following evening, Saturday, the 29th of April, 
1848, this poor young lady died ; Dr. Bouse himself com- 
ing to announce to me the sad intelligence. The house- 
keeper from Elnebworth was sent up to take possession of 
the body, which was conveyed to Enebworth and buried 
there. 

" In the papers appeared the following : — 

" ' At Enebworth ' (mark the veracity of our Colonial 
Secretary*), 'Emily Elizabeth, the only daughter of Sir 
Edward Bulwer Lytton.' 

" I had the satisfaction of putting in the Morning Post, 
and also The Britannia, a Sunday paper much read in 
those days, the correction of this mistake : — 

• Secrataryof the Colonies 1888-9. 
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'' ' On Satarday, the 29th of Aprils at a lodging in 
Brompton, of Typhoid feyer« Emily Elizabeth, the only 
daughter of Sir Edward and Lady Bulwer Lyttoo, age 20/ 

^' Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton sent my father a challenge ! 
My father had many grand qnalities, but a passage of arms 
was not at all to his taste (for he fainted at the sight of 
blood), so in reply he simply threatened to bind him over 
to keep the peace. 

''I have letters and papers to corroborate this account, 
and passed the greater part of my time during three years, 
until my marriage in 1851, in Lady Lytton's company. 

''Seldom has it been the fate of any one to be so 
maligned and crushed as this woman ; it was even said of 
Lady Lytton that she did not love her ohildren — ^this I most 
emphatically deny. I have good reason to know how she 
loved her daughter, and, as to her son, she scarcely ever 
spoke of him to me vnthont tears, in the early days of our 
acquaintance. 

'' Kath£BINB Cctbteis Whblak. 

''September 1883.'' 

Dbpositiok of Mbs. Bosrta Beksov 

(Whose Maiden Name was Byrne), Maid to Lady Lytton. 

I, Bosetta Benson, Widow, whose maiden name was 
Byrne, and who lived for some years as Lady's-maid with 
The Kight Honourable Lady Lytton — then Mrs. Edward 
Lytton Bulwer, when her Ladyship married — ^from 1827 to 
1845, being prevented by the present state of my health 
from going to London to give my evidence in the Divorce 
Court — should it be necessary — Do hereby depose on Oath 
— ^before The Bevd John Batt Bingham, Magistrate Herts, 
that during the whole of that period I never knew any 
Gentleman treat a wife, more especially such a good and 
irreproachable wife, so hardly and so badly as the present 
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Lord Eytton, then Mr. Edirard Lytton Balwer^ did her 
Ladyship, not only as to cmel neglect and infidelity, but 
also as to acts of bratal personal yiolence, amongst others 
on one occasion, when trayelling in Italy in 1833. One 
night at the Lake of Boisano he so dashed the things about, 
aud at her Ladyship, that eyen Luigi the courier, vowed 
he would not continue the journiey with him. Again at 
Naples, after having in one of his brutal rages kicked aud 
banged her Ladyship against the stone floor at the Hotel 
Vittoria till she was black aud blue, aud had to keep her 
bed. A few days after — ^b^cause people began to talk of 
this at Naples, he made her poor lady get up and dress 
herseU to go to a great dinner at Lord Hertford's. 

After we got back to London, his temper continued 
awful towards her Ladyship ; for having asked him for 
money to pay the House Bills left unpaid when they went 
abroad ; so one day, in July 1834, at dinner at their house, 
36 Hertford Street, May Fair, London, he siezed a Carving 
Knife, and rushed at his wife, when she cried out, " For 
God's sake Edward, take care what you are about ! When 
he dropped the knife, and springing on her like a Tiger, 
made his teeth meet iu her left cheek, until her screams 
brought the men servants back into the Dining room, and 
he has ever since hunted her thro' the world, with spies and 
bad women, aud does not allow her enough to live upon, for 
a Lady in her station. 

As every one knows of his cmelty in kidnapping her 
Ladyship, and shutting her up in a madhouse on the 22"^ 
June 1858 — ^from which the poor Lady was released, thro' 
the public outcry it caused at the end of three weeks : — ^I 
have nothing further to add— but that a better, more devo- 
ted wife no man, rich or poor, ever had, she was far too 
good a Wife for Lord Lytton. Bosetta Bsksok. 

Witness : 

Joseph Huooabd, 11 Ann^s Terrace, Fulham. 
Maby Ank Bussell, 11 Ann's Terrace, Fulham. 
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The above is the declaration of Mrs. Bosetta Benson, 
before me me. The Bey^. John Batt Bingham, Magistrate 
of Hertfordshire. 

J, B. BiKGHAX, J. P. October 4"», 1867. 
Endorsed by Lady Lytton : — 

''Byrne wrote the foregoing deposition at her own 
honse where she died, in (George Street, Hemel Hempstead, 
Hertfordshire,'* 

It is characteristic of Lady Lytton that, although her- 
self suffering from straitened means, she had for seyeral 
years previously allowed the poor maid, who was dying 
from a lingering disease, twenty pounds a year, besides 
frequent gifts suitable to her condition* 
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Verdant Oree«— A racy English college story. With aoo comic illustretioos. x 50 

Clsar Light from ths Spirit World— By Kate Irving x as 

For the Sins of his Youth— By Mrs. Jane Kavanagh x 50 

Mai Mottlde-A splendid NoreC by Ella Wheeler Wilcoz x 00 

A Northern Qoremess set the Sunny South— By Professor J. H. lograham. x 50 

Sif^*?^* '^^^^Sf.^l^^ Tog«thsr-By Edward A. Sothem. the actor ... x 50 

«...»«. ^ «» — _.. _ •. .. px^ffingwell X 00 

! Roosevelt Machetta. Illustrated... x 50 



The If ystery iif Bar Hacbor— By AIsop T^ffingwell 

Longfellow's Home Life— By Blanche Roosevelt M _ ^- 

Every-Day Home AdTlce— For Household and Domestic Economy x 50 

Ladiea' and^5entlemen*s Etiquette Book of the best Fashionahle Society, x 00 

Love and Marriage— A book for unmarried people. By Frederick Saunders, t 00 

Under the Rose— A Capital book, by the author of *' East Lynne '* i co 

So Dear a Dream— A novel b7 Mise Grant, author of *'The Son Maid.". . ... x 00 

Give me thi«e Heart— A capital new domeetic Love Story by Roe. x 00 

Meeting her Fate— A charming norel by the author of •< Aurora Floyd.**. . . x 00 

Faithful to the End— A delightful domestic novel by Roe x 00 

So True a Love— A novel by Miss Grant, author of •* The Son Maid.** x od 

True aa Gold— A charming domeetic story by Roe x 00 



G, W. DILUPIG HAM'S PUBLICATIONS, 



HuBLorons ^BITorks abk 

A Naughty Girl's Diary % 50 

A Good Boy*a Diary 50 

It's a Way Love Has 95 

Abijah Beanpole in New York. 50 
Never— Osmpanion to ** Doa'c.^'.. 95 
Alwaya— By author of ** Never/'.. as 
Stop— By author of ^ Ne%'er." .... 95 
Smart Sayinga of Children— Paul x 00 

Craay Hiatory of the U. S 50 

CaU, Cooka, etc—By £. T. Ely.. 50 



SliM Varian ot'^ew York ....f 50 

The Comic Liar— ByAlden x 50 

Store Drumming aa a Fine Art. 50 
Mra.Spriggina— Widow Bedott.... x 50 
Phemie Frost— Ana S. Stephens, x 50 
That Awful Boy— N. Y. Weekly. 50 
That Bridget of Ours. Do. 50 

A Society Star— Chandos Fulton. 50 
Our Artist in Spain,etc-<:arleton x 00 
ManAbroad 35 



Dawn to Noon— By Violet Fane..|: 
Constance^a Pate. Do. 

Nellie HarUnd— Vance 

Lion Jack— By P. T. Baniom.... 

lack in the Jungle. Do 

Dick Broadhead. Do. .... 
How to Win in Wall Street.... 
The Life of Sarah Bernhardt... 
Arctic Travels— By Dr. Hayes. . 

Plashes from ^Ouida." 

The Story of a Day in London, 
Lrone Ranch — By Mayne Reid. . . 
The Train Boy— Horatio Alger.. 
Dan, The Datectiva. Do. 



BUaottllABieoms Works. 



Doctor Antonio— By Raffini.. ...$: 
Beatrice Cenci— From the Italian. 

The Story of Mary 

Madame— By Frank Lee Benedict 
A Late Remorse. Do. 

Hammer and Anvil. Do. 
Her Friend Laurence. Do. 

Mignonnette— By Sangrfe 

Jeaaica- Bv Mrs. W. H. White.... 

Woman of To-day. Do 

The Baroness— J oaqttin Miller... 
One Fair Woman. Do. 
The Burnhams — Mrs.G. E.Stewart 
Bugene Ridgewood— Paul James 
Braxton*a Bar— K. M. Dai^gett.. 
Mias Beck— By Tilbury Holt.. . 

A Wayward Life 

Winning Winds— Emerson 

A CollegeWidow— CH.Seymour 

An Errand Girl— Johnson 

Aak Her. Man! Aak Her I.... 
Hidden Power— T. H. Tibbies... 

Two of Ua— CalisU Halsey 

Cupid on Crutches— A. B. Wood. 
ParaonThorne— E.M. Buckingham 

Errors— By Ruth Carter. 

UnmiatakableFlirtation— Gamer 
Wild Oats— Florence Marryatt... 
The Abbess of Jouarre — Renan.. 
The Myaterioua Doctor — ^Stanley 
Doctor Mortimer— Fannie Bean. 
Two Brides— Bernard O'Reilly.. 
Louise and I— By Chss. Dodge.. 

My Queen— By Sandette 

Fallen among Thievea—Rayne. 
Saint Legexv^Ricbard B. Kimball 



Death Blow to Spiritualiam . . A so 

The Life of Victor Hugo 50 

Don Quixote. Illustrated 

Arabian Nighta. Do. 

Robinaon OniMoe. Do. 

Swiss Family Robinaon— Illtis.. 
Debatable Land— R. Dale Owen. 
Threading My Way. Do. 
Spiritualiam— By D. D. Home... 
Princeaa Nourmahal— Geo. Sand 
Northern Ballada-E. LAnderMm 
Stories about Doctors— Jeffresoa x y> 
Stories about Lawyers. Do. i 50 



Waa HaSncceaaliil ?— KimfaalL f 
Undercorrenta of Wall St. Do. 
Romanes of Student Life. Do. 
To-day. Do. 

Life in San Domingo. Do, 

Henf;v Powers, Banker. Do. 
Led Aatray— By Octave Feniliet. 

Lava Fires— Smith 

The Darling of an Empira. 

Confeasioos of Two 

Nina*a Peril— By Mrs. MUler.... 
Marguerite's Journal— For Girts 
Orpheus CKanw-Four voIs.in one. 
Spell-Bound— Alexandre Dumas. 
Pixrple and Fine Linen— Fawcett 
Pauline'a Trial— L D. Courtney. 

Tancredi— Dr. E. A. Wood 

Measure for Meaanre— Stanley.. 
Charett^— An American novel .... 
Fairfax— By John Esten Cooke... 
Hilt to Hilt. Do. 

Out of the Foam. Do. 

Hammer and Raplar. Do. 
Kenneth— Hy SaliieA. Brock.... 
Heart Hungry.MrfcWestraorekad 
Clifford Troupe. Do^ 

Price of a Lite— R. F. Stnrgis. . . 

Marston Hall— L. ElU Byrd 

Conquered— By a New Author... 
Talea from the Popular Oparaa. 
Edith Murray— Joanna Mathews 
San Miniato—Mr8.C. V.Hamilton. 
All for Her— A Tale of New York. 
L'Assommoir— Zola's great novel 
Vesta Vane— By L. King, R. .... 
Walwortb'a Novels— Sevan vola. 
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